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CONTAINING, AMONG OTHERS, 


VANITY OF FAME, THE YEAR 1800 or, 
PETRARCH TO LAURA, IT WILL BE 80. 
ACON TIUS TO CYDIPPE,. || SUICIDE, . | 
#0; . % þ 
Ut picura, poeſis erit : quæ, ſi proprius tes, = 


Te capiat magis ; et quadam, ſi longius abſtes : 
Hzc amat obſcuram ; * volet-haz> ſub luce videri, 
Judicis argutum quæ nod formidat acumen ; | 
Hæc placuit ſemel; hæc decies repetita placebit. 
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Ergo cave liber, et timid circumſpice mente, 
Et ſatis a media Ft tibi plebe legi. +," ng 
' Difficile eft tamen, hic remis vtaris, an aurk, | 
Dicere: Conſilium reſque locuſque dabunt. 
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HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


THE PRINCE OF. WALES. 


F all that elevates, or charms in ſong, 


To matchleſs eaſe and dignity belong ; 

When nobly realis'd, the virtues ſtart, 

And blaze triumphant from a gen'rous heart ; 

What Muſe can picture, or what numbers prove 
Their bright exiſtence in the Prince we love ? 

What Lyre—where ev'ry ſentiment combin'd, 

At once to govern, and adorn mankind ! 

Breathes in each a&t—ſhall from its yielding ſtrings 
Return the praiſes which a nation fings. | 

Nor vainly ſung, —for rapt'rouſly ſincere, 


Each echo vibrates on convition's car. ö 


Ah ! ever thus may Royalty be known j 
To pour a native radiance on the throne; _ | 


Show honour, truth, and majeſty the ſame, 


And rank, at beſt, a ſecondary name; 


($3 


Not wildly ſcatter'd on illuſion's ray, 

The gilded wonder of a fleeting day | 

By mere diſtinction from the croud he rais'd, 

| For titles honour'd, and for titles prais'd. 
Baſeleſs pre-eminence | which proves at moſt 
How frail the tenure of its only boaſt ! 


[| Be thine—of youthful majeſty ſerene, 
| O GEoOoROE-illuſtrious in each princely ſcene | 
[ Be thine the praiſe humanity to ſhield, 
To act from nature, and to nature yield. 
Tho? firſt in dignity, ſtill laſt to move 
Beyond what truth and liberty approve ! 
Thine be the praiſe, pre-eminent in birth, 
To make pre-eminence the ſeat of worth ; 
And when refleQion ſhall thy feelings ſcan, 


Still ſhow the Prince inferiour to the MAN. 


CHARLES JAMES. 
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Page 4 for wand ring read zwond'ring. 
— 240 for run read runs. 


— 43 for ABSENTE read ABSENCE, 
— 63 for camæna read camænd. 

— 64 for birt read birth, 

— 68 for breath read breathe, 

1 (in the note) for Eraſtothenes read Eraſtratus. 
— 84 for MANNER's read MANNERS, 

— 301 for day read ray. 
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T would be as ridiculouſly preſumptuous in an # 
Author, on his firſt appearing at the tribunal 


. 2 — 
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of public opinion, to affect indifference, as in a 


Sd ... — 1 . 


young courtier when introduced to his ſovereign, 


to ſeem perfectly compoſed. A total apathy to 1 
outward form and ceremony, as it generally indi- 1 
cates ignorance or pride, is almoſt always fol- 1 


lowed by laughter and diſguſt. Conſciouſneſs _ 
15. of merit, indeed, will very often raiſe the mind 
into confidence; but as it deſtroys the deference 
which is due to others, we cannot wonder if the | * 


efforts of ſuch a mind be tried by the ſtricteſt 


ordeal. 
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The learned have an eſtabliſhed and undoubted 


right to fit in judgment over every production; 
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it is their peculiar province to inveſtigate every 
claim upon public eſteem, By their deciſion 
the 
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the groſs of- mankind are generally influenced : 
and fortunate muſt that Author be, whoſe labours 
have no ſeverer trial to undergo than the exami- 
nation of thoſe, who have made it the bulineſs 
of their lives 10 know before they judge, and he- 
ſitate at blame or praiſe. Toa court of that 
ſort, the malevolent have no acceſs : tortured con- 
ſtruction is ſuperſeded by impartial judgment; 
nor are the writings of a man valued or under- 
rated from the ſituation of himſelf or friends, 
True merit, whether Whig or Tory, Papiſt, Pro- 
teſtant, or neither ; whether in the broad zenith 
of faſhionable life, or in the peaceful boſom of 


retire- 


* Many objections, obſerves Ariſtotle, may be anſwered 
in the words of Glauco, who ſays, * That ſome men taking 
up an opinion haſtily, and then reaſonirg from prejudice 


in favour of that opinion, will blame any thing that is 


contrary to what they have pre- ſuppoſed.“ 
See Pye's Ariſtotle, 


1 
retirement, is equally welcome to the man of 


candour. 


It were to be wiſhed, in the preſent age, when 
the Arts and Sciences, from their luxuriancy of 
growth, ſeem to have exhauſted nature, that 
more attention could be paid to the intimate 
concerns of life. There are ſome writers, as 
JounsoN with great propriety remarks, © Who 
© never , enquire what, on any occaſion, they 
&« ſhould ſay or do, but write rather as behold- 
te ers than partakers of human nature; as Beings 
© looking upon good and evil, impaſſive and at 
« leiſure; as Epicurean Deities, making remarks 
&© on the actions of men, and the viciſſitudes of 
ce life, without intereſt or emotion. Their wiſh 
ce jg only to ſay, what tiiey hope has never been 
ec ſaid before.” 


“It is with great propriety,” continues the 
Judicious Author, “that ſubtlety, which in its 
original 
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© original import means exility of particles, is 


te taken in its metaphorical meaning for nicety 


IM of diſtinction. *Thoſe writers who hve on the . 


« watch for novelty, can have little hopes of 
<« greatneſs, for great things cannot have eſcaped 
cc former obſervation ; their attempts are always 
* analytick ; they break every image into frag- 
© ments: and can no more repreſent by their 


lender conceits and laboured particularities, 


e the proſpects of nature, or the ſcenes of life, 
ee than 


Since perſons acting are the objects of poectical imi- 
tation, and thoſe perſons muſt neceſſarily be either good 
or bad; (for the manners almoſt conſtantly ariſe from the 
circumſtances alone, it being by virtue or vice that all man- 
kind differ from each other as to their manners) the per- 
ſons imitated muſt either be repreſented as better than 


thoſe of the preſent time, or worſe, or as they actually are 


* Xu rover. 


Pye's driftotle. | 


2.5 


„„ 


cc can exhibit the wide effulgence of a ſummer- 
© noon. 


The three ſiſter Arts have already reached the 
utmoſt limits of inventive genius. Nothing 
now remains for the modern but a happier me- 
thod of expreſſing, or a more lively way of co- 
louring what has been ſlightly touched before— 
Thus, for inſtance, as far back as the reign of 
Auguſtus, we ſee Virgil not only adopting the 
Paſtoral ideas of Theocritus, but in ſome places 
affording a literal verſion. But he executes the 
taſk with ſo much ingenuity and taſte, that, cap- 
tivated by the delicacy of his turn and language, 
we entirely loſe ſight of the rough original, from 
which he borrowed. To render this obſervation 
more intimate, it may not be unpleaſant to com- 
pare the efforts of our predeceſſors with thoſe of 
enlightened Rome. The days of Queen Anne 
have been very juſtly diſtinguiſhed in the an- 
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« than he, who diſſects a ſun-beam with a priſm, - 
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nals of Great Britain by being called the golden 
Age of Literature; and as the ornaments of that 
reign obtained pre- eminence, rather by the per- 
fection of their works, than the force of novelty, 
ſo the glory of the Auguſtan æra was equally 
indebted to taſte and judgment. 


Mere invention is little better than fortunate 


accident. A jewel of unequalled ſize and water, Az 
may become the property of a man, who will 1 
cauſe it to be under- valued becauſe he knows not 

how to place it: whilſt, on the other hand, by is e 
a judicious aſſemblage of aſſiſting lights, a ſtone to S 


of inferiour richneſs will be rendered doubly at- 
tractive. The ſame neceſſity which obliged Vir- 
gil to imitate the Grecian, made Pope and Ad- 
diſon the faithful copiers of both. Pope, whoſe 
judgment was unqueſtionable, and who, in my 
humble conception, has been denied the felicity 


of genius for no other reaſon but becauſe he 
would 


And 


(ii) 
would not wantonly abuſe it, ſoon felt, from his 


intimacy with the Antients, the neceſſity of fol- 
lowing their footſteps. The non antea trita via, 


% 


he well knew, could no more be found. To ſup- 
ply therefore the want of originality, he very cau- 
tiouſly ſelected from others whatever images 
could ſuit his purpoſe: nor did he ſcruple to in- 
ſert among his own productions the identical line 


and thought of his cotemporaries In ELo1sA to 
ABELARD, 


And truths divine came mended from that tongue! 


is evidently copied from Dryden's compliment 
to Sir Godfrey Kneller, when he beautifully ſays, 


The fair themſelves went mended from that hand ! 


And in a very old Tranſlation of the CEN To 
of Auson1vs, the following line occurs: 


ny — and my life! 
* And e' tender name in on. my wife! 
he | b How 


F-v 


How far Mr. Pope was indebted to this pro- 


f 

duction, not only for a very beautiful ſentiment, 8 

but an expreſſive term, two lines from the ELoisa E 

to ABELARD will ſufficiently ſhow, h 

Ah let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move, Oi 

And all thoſe tender names in one—thy love! di 
It has often been ſaid (with what propriety or 
truth I muſt leave the judicious to determine) 

that the ſame idea, without even a variation of in 

words, may through accident, occur to different 

Writers: in the opening of Wind/or Foreſt, the ral 

ſecond line is literally what appeared in a very 

indifferent collection of Poetry, long before the Por 

publication of that work*; nor can I fo far ſacri- WM 2 

fice umi 

of 

* See a Poem, entitled the Hiſtory of Love, by Charles Gon 

Hopkins. 
Ye woods and wilds, ſerene and bleft retreats, ject 
At once the Lover's and the Muſes? ſeats : the a 


5 POPE, o 
Thy foreſts, Windſor } and thy green retreats, 


At once the Monarch's and the Muſes' ſcats : 


* 


fice my own individual opinion, as to agree 


with the admirers of our correct and tuneful 
Bard, in allowing him unbe unded credit for the 
happy adoption of the beauties of others, will- 
out, at the ſame time, being convinced that he 
did it more from neceſſity than choice. 


It is now time to.apologize to my candid and 
ingenious Reader, for the treſpaſs I have made 
upon his patience ; and to conclude theſe gene- 
ral obſervations, by adding a few words which 
more inumediately concern myſelf. The following 
Poems will naturally produce a variety of op'- 
nions; nor has my experience in life been fo 
limited, or my knowledge of the political walk 
of Literature (if I may be allowed the expreſ- 
lon) fo fmall, as not to foreſee the principal ob- 
jections which will be ſtarted againſt them; to 
the whole of which I ſhall only anſwer, that Thave 
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written as I thought or felt, and am not conſci- 
ous of having borrowed from any of my prede- 
ceſſorsæ. Should a ſimilitude be found, either 
in ſentiment or expreſſion, I can fafely ſay, it 
came unlooked for. © MiLtTox,” as the late Dr; 
JonxNsoN remarks, “did not refuſe admiſſion 
* to the thoughts, or images of others, although 
ehe did not ſeek them.” — If it be impoſſible, 
according to the ſame Writer, for an Author of 
our Age to deſcribe the various pleaſures of a 
rural life, without tranſmitting the ſame images, 
almoſt in the ſame combination from one to ano- 
ther, we may with equal certainty conclude, that 
it is impoſſible to trace man through all the in- 
tricacies of his nature, without touching at ſore 
point where others have been. Fortunate adapta- 
tion, and a peculiar felicity of expreſſion, 

when 


* Tadicis officium eſt, ut res, ita tempora rerum quzrere: 


(.- xvi ©} 


when ingeniouſly interwoven with ſentiments of 


truth and nature, though they may not indicate 
the ſtrongeſt proof of genius, will always obtain 


| the ſuffrage of judicious minds; and however 
coldly the mere tranſcript of the heart may be 
. received by ſome who think it impoſſible to write 
poetry, without burſting from the bounds of na- 
: ture into a labyrinth of thought and diction, it 
þ will I hope be allowed by thoſe who judge from 
: what they feel, that to repreſent the various con- 
5 flicts of the breaſt, is to picture, not unpleaſingly, 
- the wilds of life ; nor can it be expected that, ran- 
5 ſacked as every part has been, a writer whoſe 
_ il aim is more to intereſt than ſurprize, ſhould be 
- lo peculiarly happy as never to paint what others 
nh have conceived before him.“ 
. From 


* The poet being an imitator equally with a portrait pain- 


muſt chuſe out of theſe modes of imitation ; he muſt either 
| draw 
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ter, or any other Artiſt who forms likensfles, it is evident he 
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From this ſameneſs of animal nature, or rather 
from its exhauſted ſtate, (when conſidered in a 
comparative light with the bounded intellects of 
man) the only praiſe we can look for muſt be found 
in fortunate adaptation and felicity of terms. I 
cannot onthis occaſion help oſerving, that mo- 
dern criticiſm 1s too often the dictate of intereſt, 
Pique or indolence. Without pointing out the 
real defects of an Author, or allowing him the 
Poſſible merit of having thrown upon the thoughts 
of his predeceſſors ſome new light; without afford- 
ing him any credit forhaving arranged his ideas in 
a more pleaſing manner, or expreſſed them better; 
it ſeems the peculiar habit of the day, to analyſe 
every little fault, and by holding it partially up, 
to murder piece-meal, what collectively might be 


ſaved. 
The 


draw things as they were, or are, or as they ought to de.— 
And he muſt form theſe imitations either by plain language; 


er by foreign words and metaphors, 


Pye Ariflotle, 


6 


The buſineſs of a Critic is, of all others, the 
molt delicate and arduous. It is not ſufficient to 


judge a modern by the rules of antient know- 
ledge, or to diſcover the obligations he owes it; 


few could paſs. In delivering his opinion 


if a Connoiſſeur were to be ſo infatuated and full 
of RA PHAEL's unrivalled excellence, as not to al- 
low the former any merit, becauſe he wanted the 
matchleſs pencil of the latter. would not can- 
dour pity the confined idea? Or would it not be 
moſt ungenerous to condemn an acknowledged 
ſuperiority of touch in the traits of beauty, be- 
cauſe the drapery was leſs perfect? In every Art 
and Science, there is not only a peculiar felicity 
of thought and touch, but a favourite, a darling 
habit, like the object of indulged aftection, on 
. Which the Painter and Poet are prodigal of toil. 
age: W The buſineſs of both is to copy nature; and if in the 
great 
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ſince through an ordeal of that nature, very. 


on a portrait, drawn by Sir JosHu a REYNOL DS, 
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great original there are imperfections to be 
found, or rather parts leſs pleafing than others, 
what can be expected in an humble imitation of 
her, with tortured art and prejudice to combat ? 


Where with their judgments as their watches, none 


Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own, 


Of the following trifles I ſhall only ſay, that 
they have been written under all the diſadvanta- 
ges of perpetual avocations, and viciſſitudes of 
mind and body: nor is there a ſingle production 
amongſt them, which does not owe its origin to 
ſome real incident in life; and if the youth of 
an Author can palliate the errours of compo- 
fition, I am free to ſay there are very few in this 
Collection that were not written during the inter- 
val of ſixteen and twenty-ſeven. I have followed 


the example of ſome of our firſt writers in men- 
tioning this circumſtance, not ſo much to conci- 
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liate favour with the gay and lively, as to ſhelter 
myſelf from the ſeverer aim of veteran preciſion. 
To ſuch however it will not be unpleaſant to add, 


that what 1s here publiſhed, conſtitutes a very 


ſmall part of many others, which I have either 
burned or prudently withdrawn. 


To the candid Critic, therefore, I ſubmit, with 
all the reſpect and deference I owe him, the dic» 
tates of a mind and heart, which, in the courſe of 
very few years, have been ſeparately forced to 
know the various conflicts of inconſtant man- 
hood. Tf the tranſcript of feeling and obſer- 


vation ſhould chance to pleaſe in an age where 


novelty, however monſtrouſly yoked to apparent 


ſenſe, 


*Carmina ſeceſſum ſcribentis et otia quzrunt ; 
Me mare, me venti, me fera, jactat hyems, 
Denique ſecurus famæ liber ire memento ; 


Nec tibi fit lecto diſplicuiſſe pudor. 
Ovin. 


(6 


ſenſe, too frequently takes the lead, I am convin- 
ced that my ſucceſs will be more owing to the 
cloſe attention I have paid to life and man, than 
to any fortunate image of roving imagination. 
I am aware of the opinion which is generally 
formed reſpecting productions of this fort, and 
of the very dictatorial manner with which judg- 
ment is paſſed upon them. To him who will 
not condeſcend to find out the aptitude of thought 
and language, but wantonly afhxes to the nepre- 
ſentations of unvarniſhed nature, the hacknied 
terms of trite and common-place, I muſt beg leave 
to anſwer in the words of Daypzswn: © Whena 
« Painter copies from the life, I ſuppoſe he has 
* no privilege to alter features and lineaments, 

* under pretence that his picture will look better; 
_ perhaps the face which he has drawn would 
ebe more exact if the eyes or noſe were altered, 
but it is his buſineſs to make it reſemble the 


ce original, In two caſes only there may a cem 
(6 25340 
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er ing difficulty ariſe, that 1s, if the thought be no- 
« toriouſly trivial or diſhoneſt ; but the ſame an- 


e ſwer will ſerve for both, that then they ought 
c not to be written.“ 


Before I take leave of my indulgent Reader, 
it will not, I truſt, be deemed extraneous to add, 
that one of the principal motives which engaged 
me to publiſh this collection, was the knowledge 
of ſeveral incorrect and mutilated copies having 
been circulated among my friends and their ac- 
quaintance, and, not unfrequently, honoured with 
a place in the Daily Prints. From the many 
which have thus ſurreptitiouſly got abroad, 
the few ſelected, and now added to ſome ori- 
ginal productions, will, as far as my judgment 
could make them, be rendered leſs unworthy 
of the very flattering reception they once 
experienced, With regard to the principles 
contained in the Suicide, I judge it highly neceſ- 


ſary 


(xv. 0} 


ſary to aſſure the public, that the ſentiments of 

the Writer very widely differ from thoſe of the 
unhappy object whoſe melancholy end occa- 
ſioned the compoſition, 


The arguments made uſe of, were the frequent 
ſubject of converſation, previous to that deſperate 
reſolution which deprived ſociety of an accom- 

| pliſhed and amiable character, and left me to 
picture what I moſt ſincerely lament, 


Si qua meis fuerint, ut erunt, vitioſa libellis, 


Excuſata ſuo tempore, Lector, habe. 
Ovid,, 
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Written at School, in 1775. 
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SIR CARNABY HAGGERSTON, BEaxr. 
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RE had the bluſhing harbinger of day, 
Aurora, brighten'd on the filv'ry ſpray : 

Ihe larks as yet lay filent in the field, 

And ſcarce a charm of nature was reveal'd, 

I'When, wak'd by love, two youthful ſhepherds drove 
Their fleecy care, and wander'd to the grove. 


Say thou, in whom each ſcience of the mind 
To ſweeteſt temper's eloquently join'd ; 

Whoſe breaſt the critic and the bard inform, 
With truth to judge us and with taſte to warm; 
Jay! ſhall the muſe, unfledg'd her tender wings, 
dalute thee patron of the verſe ſhe ſings? 

In bolder numbers ſhe'll rehearſe thy praiſe, 

er pinion ſtrengthen'd and adorn'd her lays. 
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( 4 ) 
Wide o'er the fields the ſun had caſt his heat, 
When thus, as love had taught them to repeat, 
The tuneful ſwains alternate numbers prov'd, 
And ſang the praiſes of the maids they lov'd. 


N MON. 


Strephon | behold the ſhadows melt away, 


Fair looks the morn, the zephyrs gently play; No 
A broader beam is ſhot acroſs the ſkies, If. 
|| The vallies open and the mountains riſe ; 1 it; 
| The waving trees their honours ſhake in air, 4 Th 


| | Arcadia's nymphs and Pan himſelf is here; 
And ſhall remembrance in our ſouls expire, 
(|. When beauty charms us and the groves inſpire ? 


| s r * 1 H O. Un er 
| | And 
| If thou a Sylvia like my Delia find, His! 
| At once ſo lovely | and at once ſo kind! J 
| Aſide this river let her charms be ſang ; 
| The nymphs will liſten to the loyer's tongue. 
| Deſc, 
BY Se 6 * Whe 
. eſce 
If thou a Delia like my Sylvia ſing, f ge 
As autumn mild, and cheerful as the ſpring, Nine 
The beauteous object ſhall the conteſt yield, t Stre 


And Delia triumph o'er the wand'ring field. 
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No ſweeter muſic could enchant the plains ; 


W Bcgin, this bowl may animate your ſtrains. 
D A M 0 N: 


Nor unrewarded ſhall my Strephon play, 
If gon liſten and approve the lay: 

51 ſtake this lamb, the faireſt of my breed! 
I The matchleſs beauty of the ſylvan mead. 


* 


ing then, my ſwains! and as your fancies glow, 
In rhyme alternate let your numbers flow 

And who his rival can in ſong ſubdue, 

His be the prize, and his the laurel too. 


4 


A G O N. 


n 


Weſcend ſoft maids and virgins of the grove, 
Where ſighs are cheriſh'd with the breath of love! 
elcend ! and teach me to repeat the name 

t gentle Delia with unrivall'd fame 

ine wreaths of laurel and a crown of flow'rs, 


f Strephon conquer, ſhall adorn your bow'rs. 
c 
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O love! propitious to my ſong attend! 
Le ſmiling graces, and ye nymphs deſcend | 
The tend'reſt dictate of my boſom fire, 
And touch my reed with what her eyes inſpire. 

Four milk white doves ſhall flutter round your ſhrine, 
ha Delia's honour if the prize be mine. 
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Me Delia loves, and ha{ſt'ning o'er the plain | 
Flies to the grove and echoes to my ſtrain: = 2 
Surpriz'd, and liſt'ning to the ſound, I riſe, 
Trace ev'ry ſtep, and ſighing meet her ſighs, 


D AM ON. ; A 

Me Sylvia follows when ] tune the lay, I 

And on the borders of Avona play, y A 

What heav'nly raptures muſt that ſhepherd ſhare, 

Whoſe ſtrains are anſwer'd, and whoſe nymph's ſo fait 

r R * 1 H N. In 

Di 

Beneath the trees as on Avona's ſide, 3 

n 


Laſt cooling eve | liſten'd to the tide, 
A beauteous image mov'd upon the wave; 


My Delia redden'd at the kiſs I gave. 
" | DAMON 


fair 


E344 
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As at the riſing of the purple dawn, 

I led my ſheep along the dewy lawn, 

My ſprightly nymph came ſmiling o'er the mead, 
And kiſs'd the garland that adorn'd my reed. 


Ss. KS ©: VM: 


Late in the depth of waving woods [I ſtray'd, 
—My flock with Hylas ſporting in the ſhade— 
With aQive force the bloomy boughs J preſt, 
And gather'd hawthorns tor my Sylvia's breaſt, 


D A.M O- MN. 


A tuneful linnet in the groves I found, 


Juſt fledg'd, and flutt'ring on the flow'ry ground; 


caught the infant warbler of the grove, 
And made him ſubject to my gentle love. 
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In Denham's numbers let the ſilver Thame 
Divinely murmur with immortal fame, 
On Avon's banks the tragic muſe appears, 
In ſolemn anguith and majeſtic tears. 
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Fair Eſham's matchleſs in her flow'ry vales, 


Nor meadows gilded by the glowing morn, 


1 
D A M O N. 


Let Windſor triumph in thy poliſh'd ſtrains, 
Harmonious Pope! and deck his ſubjeQ plains;: 


Her early bloſſoms and her ſweeteſt gales: 
Far from the gariſh luxuries of pride, 
Each wiſh is anſwer'd and each want ſupplied, 


ern. 


Ye clouds deſcend ! ye meadows fade away 1 
Mute be the birds, and wither'd ev'ry ſpray, 
When Sylvia ceaſes on our hills to bloom, 

And Strephon forrows in affliction's gloom; 


-» 1 


DA M. 0 .N; 
Ye nymphs be gay! {till flow ye murm'ring floods! 
Ye meadows flourith, and be green ye woods! 
Be gay! let nature in her beſt appear, 
And all things brighten when my Sylvia's here. 


0. 


The lark that warbles to the dawning day, 

The filv'ry dew that quivers on the ſpray, 

Have often charm'd me from my lowly cot ; 

No cares to teaze and ev'ry pain forgot ! 

Nor lark, nor dew-drop on the ſparkling thorn, 


Are half ſo charming as the ſtrains that flow 
From friendthip warbling to the maids we know: 
For each a flow'ry chaplet let e weave, 

Each from her ſwain the preſei.c to receive. 
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PAR AP HR ASE 


TO THE HONOURABLE 


. 


Otium Di vos rogat in patenti, Sc. 


OSS'D on the deep when not a ſtar appears, 
And ſcarce a gleam the ſhatter'd canvas bears: 

The clouded moon when ſudden tempeſts break, 

Eaſe from the gods the trembling ſailors ſeek, 

Eaſe fires the Mede, the quiver'd Indian fires, 

The dart envenoms and the deed inſpires. 

Nor coſtly ſtones, nor titles can obtain, 

Truſt me ! this firſt and deareſt of all gain; 

Nor Perſia's luxuries, nor India's pelt, 

Can ſooth the ſoul at variance with herſelf. 

Though from your ſteps the common of mankind 

Reſpect may baniſh and each God be kind, 

Yet care, unaw'd, unlimited will roam 

The vaulted palace, and the fretted dome. 

The bed of royalty's a bed of thorns 

Where pride unpitied or ambition mourns! 


Happy 
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Happy the man who ſtudies to be neat, 


Whoſe frugal board, tho? little, ſhames the great: 


Who bleſt in honour, and of ſoul unmov'd, 
By vice unſpotted and of worth approv'd— 
With cloudleſs feature and undazzl'd eyes 
Can look on gold and yet that gold deſpiſe; 
Obedient ſlumbers on his hours attend, 

And virtue crowns him as her nobleſt friend. 
Born to exiſt one moment, and to die! 

Why ſeeks the ſoul a wider ſpace to fly? 

In other ſuns why would ſhe madly roam, 
Abroad unhappy and unbleſs'd at home ? 
Inſatiate care! the bounding veſlel ſcales, 
Sits on the prow, and flutters in the fails ; 
Mounts the ſwift ſteed, and fleeter than the gale 
T hat fiercely ravages the winter-vale ; 

Than Eurus fleeter, fleeter than the tide, 
Flies as we fly and murmurs at our fide, 

If ſuch our fate, if nothing long can pleaſe, 
A moment's pleaſure ! and a moment's eaſe ! 
Why ſhould we ſoil hat moment with a tear? 
Why not forget the pang we ſuffer here? 
Come then ! illufive raptures of the Brain, 
Ye joys of muſic, and ye feſtive train 
Cloſe the ſad ſcene, nor let reflection know 
The aching void poor mortals feel below. 


AcniLLEs peiiſhed in his brighteſt day; 
And flow old age mace Tithon wear away. 


Thu 


1 
hus partial fate, with laviſh hand to me 
May lend thoſe moments it refuſes thee. 
WBlcſt, as thou ſeem'ſt, with all that wealth can give 
And more than rich in knowing how to live 
gleſt in thyſelf, and dearer than the whole! 
WBlcſt in the faultleſs partner of thy ſoul | 
WT rough life's ſtill vale thy days ſerenely glide, 
3 ach want prevented, and each with ſupplied ! 
. \ thouſand Kine thy meadows can diſplay, 
\ thouſand fleeces whiten in the day. 
3 (eighing thy mares inceſſant aſk the rein, 
hy garments glitter with the brighteſt ſtain. 
Lo me the comfort of a mind at caſe 
WK ind heav'n has lent, with ſtudies which can pleſe ; 
Reſign'd I fit, untouch'd by envy's dart, 
mprove my talent and amend my heart. 
Proud, thus in friendſhip with the good to live, 
And bleſt, if mended by the truths they give. 
Proud in the lap of poverty ſerene 
To pity grandeur and its ruffled ſcene | 
| leſt! in the walks of ſolitude to loſe 
þ ach anxious care, and commune with the muſe: 
To form the Britiſh on the Roman lyre, 
und ſing as nature and her charms inſpire : 
areleſs of faſhion, but in virtue proud 
\nd far beyond the malice of the croud. 
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O DE. 


| MORNING THOUGHT. 


| IMITATED FROM THE GERMAN. 
1 Written at LIECE, 1776, 


1 I. 

| N ſilv'ry feet the roſy dawn 

| Now lightly treads the dewy mead : 

| Aurora brightens o'er the lawn, 

| And Zephyr plays in ev'ry reed. 

| All nature wakes! all nature's gay! 

| The purling rivers gently ſtray : 

| The feather'd choirs in ev'ry grove - 

Load echo's faithful ear with harmony and love. 


1 


ö 


1 


See] bounding on the fiery car, 
Hyperion graſps the blazing reins! 
A wide effulgence ſtreams afar 
And gathers on the gilded plains 
| In ev'ry field the Dryads ſing, 
From ev'ry ſtream the Naiads ſpring : 
Their ſnowy plumage to the day 
The birds of Moſa ſpread, and catch the bright'ning ray, 


1 
III. 


All-working pow'r ! pervading ſoul | 

O God! ſurpaſſing all extent 

Thy ſpirit feeds this myſtic whole, 
And operates, alone unſpent ! 

In ev'ry plant thy beauty blows, 

In ev'ry ſtar thy virtue glows; 

The warbling ſtreams. are full of thee, 

Life without ſource or end, and heav'n's eternity 


IV. 


From thee deſcends the genial flame: 

[lluminating flame that pours 

n nature's lap the pregnant beam, 

And blazons man's fuperior powr's; 

thee the winds, that fiercely ſweep 

b wirſtling pinions o'er the deep, 

e fledg'd : whilſt earth, unbiaſs'd ſtill, 

gd through the mighty void, is ſubject to thy will. 
Y 

i by ſpirit feeds, in falling dew, 

The rip'ning fruit of nature's bed; 

hy ſpirit raiſes to the view, 

From duft the mountain's tow'ring head; 

dm barren rocks, impregn'd by thee ! 

e ſparkling diamond we ſee ; | 

prn's azure owns thy ſearching pow'r: 


e ſun through thee aſcends, and mutt'ring tempeſts 
low'”, 
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By thee the polar axle bends, 

With planets pav'd from either ſphere ; 
The globe unſhaken ſtill impends 

Upon an equal poiſe of air. 
Eternal rounds !—Ah ceaſe my lyre! 
A Seraph's voice, a Cherub's fire, i 
Would fink before the dazzling theme : Fro. 
When proſtrate angels gaze, and tremble at the NAME 
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LEAVING BRUSSELLS. 
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1 thou art gone, my lovely friend, 
| And chearful be the roſy day ; 
Long as it laſts may peace attend, 
And pleaſure ſmooth thy flow'ry way. 


Thus 
Serenely bright, without a tear, Fo 
Oh may thy moments flow along | On h 


Yet while they flow, ah think, my Dear, An 
A moment's abſence is too long | 


VIE, 


E 
To Miss T P3# * 


or HER LANDING FROM THE CALAIS PACKET. 


Ur the tide of reſtleſs ocean 
Exer bore thy lovely form, 

Ir oſs'd and trembling with its motion, 
Thou hast fear'd the burſting ſtoriu. 


\nxious doubt, at ev'ry clamour, . 
Lo thy bofom gave its wound: 

EW bilſt each breeze that filPd the ſtreamer, 
Big with danger ſeem'd to ſound. 


ill at length the coaſt appearing 

| Wid'ning to thy longing eye, 
lope, in ev'ry proſpe& cheering 
Whiſper'd that repoſe was nigh. 


n that breaſt, fo lately troubled, 

| Calm content and pleaſure roſe ; 
E' ry rapture ſweetly doubled 

By the contraſt of its woes. 


[has the fond believing lover, 
Forc'd recurring woes to bear, 

Un his brow muſt oft diſcover 

Anxious doubt and killing care, 
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ON Miss C *I, 


BOWING TO ME FROM HER CARRIAG? 


I 


HAT means this ſudden tranſport in my breaf 
Why throbs my heart with unaccuſtom'd hex 


Sure! ſomething more than common was expreſs'd, 
When Delia bow'd ſo kind, and look'd ſo ſwect 


II, | pol 
Ah no !—thoſe ſmiles, which nature prompts alone, 
To all alike their ready ſweetneſs bear ; 


But ſhould the conqueſt of her ſmiles be known, 
Say then, would Delia ſmile and ſooth my care? 


III. | Coul 
Forbear, fond youth ! nor let the flatt'ring ſcene ; 
Of female excellence thy heart beguile : 


Tho' heav'n attract thee on that angel mien, 
A frown may low'r, where lately ſhone a ſmile, 


WRITTE 


„ oo — 


ON A 


VERY FASHIONABLE COURTIER 


1778. 


EACEFUL and calm as ſummer's evening beams, 
Pity that face 1s not the face it ſeems !— 

Pee fimp'ring Clodio with a cloudleſs mien, 

rolitely treads, and brightens ev'ry ſcene. 

Uf gentle manners, if a ſpecious ſhow 

or all that's courteous if a ſmile or bow 

Could ſoften penury's corroding care, 

r {top the bleeding anguiſh of deſpair :— 
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NC, 


7 
e! 
, fall that ſtore of faſhion's wondrous art, 
Could yield one likeneſs in its owner's heart; | 
The muſe, believe me, had not whiſper'd here, 4 
With all thy manners, Clodio, be /ncere ! 4 
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ON AVERY AMIABLE LADY, 


T 

| f N vw 

N ho had every requiſite to make Life happy, but was nt T 
Hbuandſome being a Contraſt toa MopeErRN Coquer, T 
who poſſeſſed ſome Beauty, but was otherwiſe mi/craVl\ i In 
defeflrve. | Ol 

\ V 
WRITTEN AT A TEA-TABLE. 0 

| In 

N 

HALL 1,——whom fortune never yet compell'd | A 
Tochange one tenet that my feelings held, 1 10 
With fops and fools adore each thoughtleſs air, | 2 
Becauſe Chlorinda's number'd with the fair? ö 5 
Shall I,—becauſe mad faſhion, flatt'ring elf 7 
The folly feeds, turn flatterer myſelt ? ; ws 
And, foe to virtue, proſtitute my lays, i 
Whilſt reaſon bluſhes at the venal praiſe ? A 
| Aj 

Stiff in brocade, and looſe in Cyprian trim, 0 
As faſhion guides or inclination's whim, L 
Along the Mall ſee Roſalinda ſtrut, FA 
With all her equipage a perfect ſlut! St 
What if ſhe lead, of half-bred fops ,a croud, | Th 


1 yy That laugh and prate impertinently loud ;— 
What 


5 
What if the ſimp' ring clergyman be there, 
A holy coxcomb with a dubious air! 
Wit on his tongue, and paſſion in his eye, 
Though all that wit's a pan, and //7 his figh :— 
What if the ſmooth-tongu'd ſtudent of the Bar, 
The bluſt' ring foldier or the frantic tar, 
The gather'd poiſon of. ſeduction's ſpring, 
In various guiſes to their object bring: 
Shall I,. —a traitor to the ſex 1 love — 
Within the circle of their falſehood move? 
Or dead to nature in her fimple charms, 
In fooliſh madneſs barter for alarms ? 
No !—let the faireſt object of deſire, 
A form of elegance, an eye of fire! 
Lips! that would draw the Cynic from his cell, 
And on their crimſon bid his wiſhes dwell : 
| Checks | that would ſhame whatc'er the garden blow 
The milk white lily and the bluſhing roſe: 
A neck where apathy, to frenzy wrought, 
Might curſe philoſophy's unmeaning thought: 
here cloiſter'd ſorrow would to rapture riſe, 
And keep from heav'n his penitence and ſighs: 
| Avoice! whoſe echo to the liſt'ning ear 
Of tuneful Philomel, the winds might bear: 
Let charms like theſe—and all theſe charms are thi! © 
| Ador'd Belinda !—in their Zenith ſhine ; 
Still, —ſhould the glare of vanity delude 
The dazzl'd heart, and make it ſpurn the good 
| | Prefer 
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( 20 ) | 
Prefer a coxcomb, to the youth whoſe breaſt 
With ſterling ſenſe and honour is impreſs'd :— 
Should conſcious beauty teach it to be vain, 
To ſcorn a lover yet indulge his pain, 
| | Heedleſs to roll the magic of her eye, 
| Enjoy no paſſion yet affect its gh ;— 
Untouch'd the gilded folly would I ſee, 
| And turn, my fair, to innocence and thee. 


BASIL 
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Nurs'd in the lap of elegance and eaſe, 
And bleſt with temper which muſt always pleaſe, 
1 Above your ſex's vanity you move, 
And, tho' no beauty, charm us into love. 
If; But what's a face ! a feature] or an eye? 
| | Uncertain objects of a tranſient figh ! 
|| Compare the laure] with the beauteous roſe; 
[i That humbly green, whilſt his in crimſon glows ; 
þ At firſt, deluded by the fragrant pow'r, | 
We quit the laſting for the fading flow'r : 
Admire its leaves, nor think—the ſeaſons paſt, 
That all thoſe dazzling leaves muſt drop at laſt. 
But when the genial Zephyrs diſappear, 
And chilling tempeſts waſte the blooming year, 
The beauteous roſe ſhall yield its gaudy veſt, 
No longer cheriſh'd and no more careſt ! 
W hile, ſpite of time, the Laurel's nobler bough 
Unalter'd lives, and ſhades the poet's brow, / 
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So ſhall the thoughtleſs nymph, whoſe giddv brain 
Is warp'd to vanity's illuſive train; 

Whoſe ſmiles are foreign to the ſoul that feels 
Affections's rapture, and its bliſs reveals; 

Awhile be gaz'd at, flatter'd and admir'd : 

Till Venus leaves her and the fops are tir'd ; 

By virtue pitied in her brighteſt hour |! 

A gilded trifie and a barren flow'r! 

But you, whom ſenſe and reaſon's ſteady beam 
Turn from deluſion's momentary dream 

Who to the ſafer compaſs of the breaſt, 

Look for repoſe, and more than fleeting reſt ; 
Through life's ſhort ſpace with ſpotleſs fame ſhall tread, 
Eſteem'd while living, and deplor'd when dead 
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( 22 } 


LINES MADE ON 


ACELEBRATED BEAU, AT SPA. 


| 
OW bleſt is dulneſs ! vanity's firſt born! 
Nurs'd in the lap of grandeur and of pow'r, 
Adorn'd with titles that are wiſdom's ſcorn, 
1 he thing's receiv'd where merit's ſhewn the door. 


IT. 


To tie the cambrick nicely round his throat, 
Produce the frill, and give the ruffle room, 
Diſplay the fav'rite dear deluding coat, 
The boaſt of Paris, or the pride of Rome : 


IIT. 


To trim the marſhall'd features of his face, 
Compoſe his eye-brows or his teeth renew, 

Give ev'ry limb its elegance and grace, 
Adorn his knees, and richly load his ſhoe: 


. 


To twiſt the ſtring that dangles from his cane, 
Or plant his hat triumphant on his eye; 
To guard the ſcented outſide of a brain, 


W hoſe inward knowledge faſhion muſt ſupply : 
To 


(. 23 .J 


V. 


To twirl the rattling cluſter of his ſeals, 
Thoſe dear ſupplies for emptineſs of ſcull ! 

To ſmooth his fingers and obſerve his nails, 
And ſtudying wit be ſovereigaly dull: 


VI. 


To bow, to ſmile, to chatter and decide, 

On ev'ry ſubject, whether right or wrong, 
With all the maichleſs impudence of pride, 
Commence a critic and diſſect a ſong ! 


VII. 

To ſhake the rattling box, the card to turn, 
And waſte the produce of his native lands ; 

| Whilſt, heav'n directed, half the {poils return 
| To injur'd Poverty's induſtrious hands : 


VIII. 

| To boaſt of conqueſts which he never won, 
| And truſt his falſehoods to the babbling gale ; 
| To leave diſhonour'd, ſlighted and undone, 
The real victim of his flatt'ring tale: 


IX. 
Theſe are the glorious functions of the man 


Whom fathion owns, and half the world admires, 


His ruling paſſion and his only plan, 
To move through life as pride or luſt inſpires, 


( 24 ) 


X. 

While ſlighted merit, humbly ſeeking truth, 
Through many a fold of wiſdom's ſacred page, 
Unnotic'd waſtes a ſolitary youth, 

To gather learned miſerics for age. 


— 
——_—_ 


WRITTEN AT SCHOOL; 1776; 


To Mus. 1 


Thou! whoſe tongue with melody can pour, 
The varied note and cheat the paſſing hour; 
Wich ſounds of triumph can the ſenſes cheer, 
Or draw from ſavages compaſſion's tear: 

Whilſt ſtrains unequall'd ſweetly roll along, 

In all the various excellence of ſong; 

Receive this verſe nor from an infant muſe, 

The warmeſt homage of my heart refuſe. 


Now milder Zephyrs Summer's heat allay'd, 
And Shepherds fled to meadows from the ſhade : 
Autumnal breezes curl'd the glafly flood, 

And ſhriller notes were echo'd from the wood ; 
A kcener ſenſe, by Nature was inſpir'd, 

And ev'ry boſom into rapture fir'd ; 

But Laura chief; —ſad Laura felt the lot 

Of beauty flatter'd, and of yows forgot. 


13 


Long o'er the plains, with ev'ry art to pleaſe, 
The youthful M1Lo reign'd in rural caſe; 
His bloom expanding as the vernal roſe 
At morn unfolds, and into crimſom blows, 
EW hen orient bluſhes ev'ry leaf adorn, 
Und od'rous dews hang glitt'ring on each thorn, 
A child in innocence, in ſenſe a man, 
Each day begining as the laſt began 
No crime he knew, unleſs a crime we name, 
o ſhun for freedom a deſtructive flame. 
Puch was the youth, when on a certain day, 
What time the ſwains their ſacred honours pay, 
hen bliſs to faſhion and its pride unknown, 
n ev'r feature of the face is ſhown, 
bay M1Lo join'd the pleaſures of the band, 


tung to deſpair, a jealous nymph retir'd, 
er fate bewailing as her love inſpir'd : 


e weeping nymphs, whoſe willows bear my ſigh, 
V hither, alas! ſay whither muſt I fly? 

heſpis'd, unpitied by the man I love, 

| here can I grieve, or whither can I rove? 

to the vale my trembling limbs I bear, 

nd breathe my ſorrow to the vacant air: 

, lock'd in penſive agony of thought, 

uſe till I grow familiar with my lot: 

he dear idea burſts upon my mind, 

ows with the ſtream, and whiſpers in the wind, 
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\nd, crown'd with flow'rs, to DELIA gave his hand, 
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( 26 } 


Remembrance haunts the coyert of yon wood, 
The waving oziers and the gurgling flood. 

Still on thoſe banks, where many a cowſlip grows, 
Its cooling ſhade the whiſp'ring willowthrows ; 
Still on that ſtream the murm'ring zephyrs play, 
And diſtant echoes faintly die away : 

No more they waken to the ſounds I love, 

No more in uniſon the waters move; 

For ah | nom ore here oft we jointly threw 
The gilded poiſon for the finny crew, 

While charm'd and raptur'd with cach other's tale, 
It idly floated to the play ful gale — 

For ah ! no more—the filv'ry ſurface brings 
Reflected beauties when affection ſings ; 

Or ſmiles of tranſport in its mirror thine, 

And paint the joys I fondly thought were mine. 
And can'ſt, thou Cruel! to thy vows forſworn, 
Of ev'ry rapture fee the bloſſom torn ? 

Too well thou know'ſt the facred pledge I keep, 
And can'ſt thou leave me o'er that pledge to weep ? 


Too well thou know'ſt how much thy preſence charms e ru 


Ah why, through abſerice, kill me with alarms ? 
To yonder field, where peaceful Zephyr roves 
O'er many a flower, and ſcents the neighb'ring groves 
My reſtleſs fancy muſt in anguiſh move; 

For there we met, and promis'd mutual love— 
There fondly vow'd no ſorrow ſhould deſtroy 


The pleaſing tenour of unfading joy. 
Though 


EA S713 


hough ſeaſons chang'd, and deſtin'd to decay, 
Full many a bloſſom wither'd on the day; 
er us unheeded ev'ry ſeaſon flew: . 
Fach wiſh was anſwer'd, for each heart was true. 


ach are not ſcenes for Laura now to boaſt, 

ler beauty {lighted and her lover loſt ! 

But where yon cave juſt glimmers thro' the trees, 
\nd mournful ſounds for ever load the breeze, 
Pale ivy creeps along the darkſome round, 

und fable ſtreams fall daſhing to the ground; 
Vhere loathſome toads in pois'nous horrour lie, 
und filence feeds the melancholy ſigh; 

here let me grieve unpitied, unbeliev'd, 

and tell the winds how Laura was deceiv'd. 

The pitying winds—though faithleſs M1Lo flies, = 
Vill hear me grieve and bear away my ſighs. 

ear it ye winds—and on his liſt'ning ear 

reathe all that's plaintive, eloquent and dear, 


arme rural ſcenes, ye meadows and ye groves, 


ay | what's ſo fooliſh as the maid who loves? 
flov'd ſhe's flatter'd, if not loy'd, contemn'd! 
er virtue wounded, and her heart condemn'd | 
1 vain alas] to meadow, ſtream and grove, 

n vain I tell my ſorrow and my love; 

he mournful meadow, ſtream and grove repeat, 
ence wretched maid a victim to deceit | 
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( 28 ) 
Ah cruel youth ! too cruel in thy ſcorn ! 
Then muſt I grieve unpitied and forlorn ? 
Muſt theſe fond eyes, whoſe looks ſo oft have proy'd 
How much, how fooliſhly thy Laura loy'd | 
No longer ſparkle, or to ſoftneſs wrought, 
Betray the conſcious, dear-conſenting thought? 
Theſe fading cheeks which you ſo lately ſwore 
No roſe could equal—muſt they bloom no more? 
Thele locks, whoſe grace e'en rivalry might own 
No hair can match, unleſs it be thy own; 
Theſe lips, this boſom where thy features dwell, 
Say—ſhall they fade for loving thee too well ? 
Ah cruel youth | too cruel in thy ſcorn, 
Then muſt 1 pine, unpitied and forlorn ? 


Thus mourn'd the maid, o'er whoſe believing heart 
An eaſy conqueſt was obtained by art; 
Whilſt M1Lo led the buſy dance around, 
And ſmil'd on others, ſpite of Laura's wound, 


ON 
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d JN BEING ASKED WHEN I SHOULD LEAVE 


#ITX LACHAPELELE. 


1779. 


I. 


HE wretch that feels the vital fire 
L Expiring in each trembling part, 
ndulges, with a fond defire, 


The ling'ring ſpark, that flutters round his heart. 
II. 


rom day to day, in anxious care, 

Thus I protract the fatal hour, 

Vhich tears me from the maid moſt dear, 

And bids the cloud of killing abſence low'r. 


III. 


death can quench the liquid flame 

That ſparkles in affection's eye, 

ure Abſence, diff ring but in name, 

Is one continu'd death, —one waſting ſigh. 
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HE FAIR AMERICAN's COMPLAINT, 


Ar LONG-1$8$LAND 


M. 

A BALLAD - 

No 

1776. ( 

ESPAIR in all its horrours roſe— 01 


I madden'd with my pain! 
And ſpite of parents, ſex or foes, 
Ruſh'd frantic to the plain, 


For there, regardleſs of my ſighs, 
The ball had reach'd my Dear: 

No other groan, that pierc'd the ſkies, 
Save Henry's! caught my ear. 


Soon o'er my kind! my much beloy'd— 
All charming e'en in death! 
With trembling lip I fondly rov'd, 


And warm'd him with my breath, Sy 
But cold the tear that from me fell, And 
And cold the breath remain'd: Tc 


In vain I wept, and ſigh'd, farewell! 
And to the ſkies complain'd; 


(31-3 

Deaf was that ear, ſo wont to ſtart, 
Whene'er my voice it heard; 

And clos'd that eye, in which his heart 
With livlieſt beams appear'd. 


Mute was that tongue, which gently figh'd 
The language of his breaſt : 

No more his throbbing heart replied, 

Or flutter'd when I preſt. 


O Death! if this be nature's lot, 
If all that's lov'ly die, 

Be ev'ry charm of life forgot, 
Since ev'ry charm's a S1GH., 


FROM THE FRENCH OF 


CARDINAL BERNTIS. 


J. 


END me-the troubled Roſalinda cried 
In pity lend thy ſhafts, Almighty Tove ! 
And be the direſt of their vengeance tried, 

To cruſh the temple of perfidious Love. 
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II. 
Oh ! where, Alcides—ftrong as angry fate — 
Where is thy club, or where thy feather'd arms? O 


To wreck my vengeance on the God I hate, 
And chaſe from earth ſuch tumults and alarms 


III. 


Medea! teach me ev'ry magic ſpell; 
Give me the ſtrong-1t effort of thy ſkill, 
To make a bev'rage that will far excel 
The lover's poiſon, and as ſurely kill. 
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Ah! ſhould the hated monſter now appear, 
While rage diſtracts and tears me from myſelf; 

« Behold that monſter !—you behold him here!” 
Cries Cupid, —archly ſmiling at himſelf, 


V. 


« Exhauſt your rage, ſtrike ! puniſh if you dare 
Abaſh'd and filenc'd at the quick reply, 
A knot of roſes ſerv'd the bluſhing fair 


To puniſh love for many a heart felt-figh, 


VI. 


Nor dar'd ſhe—conſcious of the God ſhe ſaw— 
Attempt to preſs him in her trembling arm; 
But gently touching with repulſive awe, 
At ev'ry blow confeſs'd a ſoft alarm. 
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ON BEING ASKED BY A CELEBRATED BEAUTY WHAT 
ADVANTAGE COULD BE DERIVED FROM AN INTI- 
MACY WITH 
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HEN death conſigns thee to the mould'ring ſod, 
No more the beauteous image of thy God | 

Thoſe features vaniſh'd and that bloom decay'd ! 

The muſe can ſnatch thee from Oblivion's ſhade : 

Can into life expiring beauty call, 

Preſerve her ſmiles and deify them all ; 

With heav'nly light thoſe peerleſs eyes inſpire, 

And make them beam the magic of defire : 

Can make remembrance tremble with alarms, 

And, ſpite of death, reſtore thee to thy charms ; 

Bid after- ages ev'ry boaſt reſign, 

And yield their triumphs when compar'd with thine | ] 
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fUTCIDE 


WRITTEN AT 


THE REQUEST OF AN UNFORTUNATE YOUNG 
GENTLEMAN WHO AFTERWARDS. SHOT HIMSELF, 


« Sleep on his downy pinion flies from woe 
% And lights on lids unſulhed with a tear.” 


YOUNG, 


J. 
O come thou friendly darkneſs of the night, 


Black as my ſoul thy death-like horrour ſprezd ; 


Fo death and darkneſs only can invite 
The wretch, whoſe wiſhes wander to the dead : 


I. 


And come, ye penſive melancholy train 
Of muſing thought and'contemplating grief; 
Where fancy, grown familiar with its pain, 
Still loyes to ſigh, and fickens at relief : 


III. 
If peerleſs wretchedneſs attract your care, 
And woes, unutterably ſad, have weight, 
Come to this mournful manſion of deſpair, 
And view the victim of unalter'd fate. 


The 


Ma 


( 35) 
IV. 


The glimm'ring beam is wav'ring round its wick, 
And holy filence fills the tolemn gloom ; 

Save yonder clock, that's {lowly heard to click, 
And points reflecting reaſon to the tomb. 


V. 


Save yonder clock, whoſe hours fo quickly flew 
When Delia came, and lagg'd whene'er ſhe went; 
For Delia then to kindling love was true, 
And Henry ſaw the bloſſom of content, 


VI. 
A nipping froſt, by fortune baſely ſped 
Inſatiate ſpoiler of the lover's reſt |— 
With gelid pinion o'er my IV ly ſhed 
Deſtructive hung, and ev'ry with oppreſs'd. 
: VII. 
But what is fortune, or the pride of birth ? 
Can they ennoble, or make virtue mean ? 


Is worth ſuperior in the pomp of earth, 
To penſive merit, in affliction's ſcene ? 


VIII. 


So thinks not Heav'n yet Delia judg'd it ſo 
And Heav'n's own image is my Delia's heart 
May truth forgive the dear-deluding foe, 
And ſhield her boſom from the ſnares of art 
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IX. 


Here then, beyond the limits of controul, 
My k proſpects vaniſh'd and my wiſhes o'er 
Expos'd be ev'ry feeling of my ſoul, 
Unaw'd by grandeur, ridicule or pow'r. 


X. 


Ah! rather let Oblivion gather round, 
Nor leave a ray to light me into thought; 

Let not remembrance wake the deaden'd wound, 
Till nature's vanquiſh'd and her ties forgot. 


XI. 


Why ſhould I think has this ſad ſpeck of earth 

One faithful pledge which reaſon can receive ? 
Through clouds of miſery we ſpring to birth, 
In clouds of miſery we ceaſe to grieve. 


XII. 


Then why this horrour of a future ſtate, 
Which prompts, and foils the ſcrutiny of man ? 
And leads him darkling thro' the wilds of fate, 
Without a ſyſtem, and withbut a plan. 


XIII. 


That Heav'n's exiſtence centers in a God, 
Whom Faith acknowledges and Hope adores ; 
Whoſe ſpirit, viſiting the ſluggiſh clod 


Of earthy man, illumines all his pow'rs. 
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XIV. 


bat what inſpires this maſs of quicken'd clay, 

Is one eternal particle of flame 

nature owns; and with unerring ray | 

Points to thoſe realms from whence creation came: 


XV. 


it that a God, whoſe plaſtic ſpirit gave 

To dull unanimated earth a breath, 

hich unimpair'd, ſhall live beyond the grave, 
And ſpring triumphant from the graſp of death; 


XVI. 


hat pure Omniſcience could deſcend to frame, 
For mortal treſpaſſes, immortal woe, 


what fair reaſon ſhudders to proclaim, 
And fear, or int'reſt only, ſpread below, 
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| XVII. 

there be one, like me, condemn'd to ſhare 
Grief's bitt'reſt pang, and agonizing ſtrife—- 
hoſe mind is meekly paſſi ve in deſpair, 
becauſe he meditates eternal life ; 
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May ſuch the tale of prejudice diſown : 
He nobly dares, who deaf to nature's cries, The 


Undaunted plunges into worlds unknown, L 
While ſtrong conviction points him to the ſkies. he 
T 
XX. 
He nobly dares, before whoſe ſteady eye, 
Uncertain horrours innocently glow : lis 
Who ſprings, impatient of each earthly tie, A 
From all the certainty of earthly woe. | go 
XXI. 
When the pent thunder, in the tempeſt's womb, dot! 
Heaves for its birth and mutters round the 1kies, 
g | W 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent athwart the gloom, 5 
Blue light'ning flaſhes and the tumult dies. Fe 


XXII. 


And ſure if Heav'n has lent a ſpark divine 
To what muſt own corruption and decay, 

That ſpark, when troubled in its cumbrous ſhrine, $ Ge 

May ſpurn the load and brighten into day. Th 
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XXIII. 


Then why this dread! when death, our ſureſt friend! 
Looks from his dark and ſolitary home ? 

he frown we ſhrink at, is affliction's end! 

The pang we fear, is ecſtaſy to come, 


XXIV. 


lisfortunes wean us from alluring fin, 

And lift the ſoul to Heav'n's eternal year ; 
Each woe that tortures is a voice within, 
Whoſe echo calls us from the pains we bear. 


XXV. 


Buthuſh ! what means that murmur in reply ? 
What fiend, enamour'd with illufve ſtate, 

o proud Auguſta counſels me to fly, 

And court the caſual friendſhip of the Great? 


285 


XXVI. 


Leteſted plan ! at which the free-born mind 

Starts with diſdain, and ſpurns the crumb it wants; 
ie, Genius then ſo ſlighted by manking, 
That nothing's left it but the courtier's taunts ? 


The 


9 Shall 


( 40 ) 


XXVII. 


Shall he, whoſe numbers were by Delia prais'd 
Deceitful praiſe that charm'd me into ill 
Whoſe pureſt incenſe was to Delia rais'd ! 
To grandeur cringe and proſtitute his will, 


XXVIII, 


Ah ! ſooner let me wander into Suns, 
Where Nature only prompts the ſavage breaſt ; 
Where Man, in friendſhip with the Tiger run, 
Conſumes his acorn and enjoys his reſt, 


XXIX. ] 
Yet thither, ſwifter than the wintry blaſt, 
The rankling torture of my breaſt would move; . 
Still muſt remembrance point to me the paſt, I 
I ſtill muſt languiſh, for I ſtill ſhould love! 
| 8 
XXX. 
Then come thou friendly weapon—in whoſe womb 
Fate fits ſecure and certain of its prey ;. / 
While Delia's image lights me to the tomb, 
From Delia's charms thus rend each wiſh away. C 
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1778, 


N all the wand'rings of my ſoul, 
The Gods have known me true ; 

For like the Needle to the pole 

I always turn to you, 


If chill misfortune ſhould aſſail 
And cloud the joys in view, 

Still, ſpite of ev'ry boiſt'rous gale, 
I always turn to you. 


And though gay pleaſure's roſy tren 
Unfold each magic hue, 


VC O'er ev'ry ſcene thoſe beauties reign, 
I always turn to you, 
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In vain another would inſpire, 
Or make my heart untrue; 

I feel, alas! but one defire, 
And always turn to you, 


The melting accents when I hear 

Olf love that's pictur'd true, 

A fond remembrance charms my ear, 
And always turns to you. 


Through all the changes of my life 
Since faith and love agree, 

In mutual comfort, mutual ſtrife, 
Oh may'ſt thou turn to me 
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Abſence—why art thou alone 
A ftranger to. relief ? 

Compaſſion ſtills the loudeſt moan, 
And ſooths the bitt'reſt grief; 

But thou art joyleſs and forlorn, 
Unſatisfi'd | unbleſt ! 

Still longing for thy love's return, 

And fighing ſtill for reſt, 


IT. 


When ſome poor turtle in the vale 
Deplores its murder'd love, 
And pours with ev'ry paſſing gale, 
A murmur through the grove; 
The widow'd dove, whoſe tender care 
Is waken'd by the ſtrain, 
Repeats the mournful note afar, 
And cheats him of a pain. 
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For ſtill he thinks his partner near, 
The note's ſo like her own! 

And while ſhe moans, his liſt'ning ear 
Acknowledges the moan. 

But thou art loſt to ev'ry ſound 
That mumurs on the gale; 

For thee, no charm in muſic's found, 

_ Unleſs it breathe thy tale. 


IV. 


In one wide waſte, where blooms no flow'r, 
No ſweets the zephyrs bear, | 
Where hollow blaſts diſturb each hour, 
And rend the ruffled air; 
In that ſad waſte thou lov'ſt to rove, 
And ev'ry wiſh believe; 
There, loſt in dreams of muſing love, 
Thy ſolace is to grieve, 
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THE 
UNCERTAINTY of LIFE. 


TO THE 


"HONOURABLE CHARLES CLIFFORD. 


1780. 


H ! why, ſince Life's the trifle of a day 
The painted rainbow of an April ſky ! 
A trace that's truſted to the ſandy way, 
A gaudy ſketch whoſe colours quickly fly | 
Why ſhould we waſte, in fruitleſs hopes of reſt, 
Revolving time that Wiſdom cannot ſave? 
Each joy deſiring, and each wiſh unbleſt ; 
We graſp at peace that blooms beyond the grave. 
To-day, believe me, can alone beſtow 
The beam of comfort thro? recurring ftrife; 
To-morrow, pregnant with the ſeeds of woe, 
Breaks on the certain wretchedneſs of Life. 
If beauty charm thee, view yon mould'ring ſod, 
That ſwells the peaceful boſom of the grove, 
Where boughs of cypreſs melancholy nad, 
And drooping myrtles ſhade the tomb of love. 


There 
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There reſts what once could win the gazing throns ! Car 
Her eye was Heav'n that brighten'd on mankind ; 3 
Celeſtial echoes anſwer'd to her tongue, Vie 
And angels ſpoke the language of her mind: 11 
There reſts what once in peerleſs virtue ſhone, Rei 
Ador'd | beloy'd! and like Eudoſia gay; * 


In ev'ry ſcene to innocence alone 

Her wiſhes turn'd, tho” breath'd in faſhion's ray: 
Yet now no more, with eloquence of eyes, 

She looks the virtuous impulſe of her ſoul ; 


Yet now no more ſhe melts us into ſighs, „i 
For death and darkneſs gather round the whole. 1 
In vain the much-lov'd partner of her breaſt, to 
With ſighs recalls her to his widow'd arms; * 


In ſullen apathy her feelings reſt, 
And diſſolution withers all her charms. 
Ah! what is birth ?--a momentary ray 
Ambition's offspring, or the fruit of Luſt 
Proſpects that riſe, to melt like ſhades away; 
Moths of an hour that flutter into duſt. 
And what is wealth but wretchedneſs in ſtate ? 
The gilded triumph of our hopes below ! 
The price of title for the dazzled Great; 
A ſtar on anguiſh and a garter'd woe 
View then, my friend—and thou haſt all that earth 
Or laviſh nature, in her fondeſt hour, 


Can 


Can 


A 


Can for the uſe of more than common worth, 


With Heav'n's own ſanction, on thy wiſhes pour 


view then, my friend! the meteor as it plays, 


And, ſpite of reaſon, ſnatch the pleaſing gleam : 


8 Reflection clouds the brighteſt of our days, 


While pleaſure centers in deluſion's dream. 
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| Written in conſequence of a Converſation the Author had with his 


worthy friend Capt. ****, at MAGDEBOURG, on his away 
4% Ruſſia. He has endeavoured to clothe in poetical language 
ſentiments which he heard delivered with all the energy of proſe, 
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HERE will at laſt my wretched wand'rings end, 
When ſhall I find contentment and a friend ? 

Not ſuch as grandeur, in its poliſh'd trim, 

Lends honeſt faith in charities of whim : 

Not ſuch as Clodio, with a boaſting mood, 

Aﬀords his neareſt relatives in blood; 

Whom famiſh'd nature to his gates has borne, 

The bitter pittance of his hand to mourn ; 

Not ſuch as ſycophants from fools obtain, 

The tranſient earneſt of a venal ſtrain | 
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But ſuch as freedom, with unclouded mind, 
Can dare receive, and publiſh to mankind : 
Where friendſhip, careful of its friend in need, 
Prevents the burning bluſh and hides the deed.. 


On ev'ry ſide by diſappointment foil'd, 

With hopes deceiy'd and promiſes turmoil'd ! 

Misfortune gathers on my fick'ning eye, 

And melancholy prompts the gnawing ſigh. 

And can my friend !—whom Heav'n has kindly bleſt 

With ev'ry comfort of the human breaſt : 

Whoſe deareſt pleaſure is to ſooth diſtreſs, 

Its ſorrow ſoften, and its figh repreſs, 

By ſtealth to eaſe the miſeries of life, 

And ſcatter roſes o'er the thorns of ſtrife— 

And can my friend the memory renew 

Of ſcenes to which I breath'd a long adieu? 

When anguiſh, viſiting ſecluded care, 

Within the deep receſles of deſpair 

Her dwelling takes; ah! what avails it then, 

To talk of friendſhip or the ties of men ? 

Ah what avails it from ourſelves to fly, 

Or mingle comfort with affliction's ſigh ? 

Lull'd for a time the bitt'reſt grief may reſt, 

To wake with tenfold anguiſh in the breaſt. 

And if the ſolace of Amintor's vain, 

What other balm can mitigate my pain ? 
What 
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0h that oblivion could inwrap the whole, 

And cloſe each information of my ſoul ! 

Contented then, this reſtleſs heart at caſe, 

No friends to promiſe, and no views to teize 
Unknown to all the flatt'ry which beguiles 

Full many a youth, and ruins with its ſmiles ; 
Unknown to luxury's deſtructive ways, 

The wanton harlot's, or the villain's praiſe, 

In rural peace my ſpotleſs hours might run, 

My wiſhes equal, and my proſpects one 

en thou, mad Love! thou tyrant of mankind, 
Faithleſs to all, to me the moſt unkind ! 

ave education, firſt and direſt foe! 

From which, with knowledge, all my ſorrows flow, 
Len thou, mad Love, my troubled heart wouldſt ſpare, 
ind ſcatter comfort in the room of care, 


How bleſt is Ignorance, whoſe humble lot 

Jjuſt to vegetate, and be forgot 

lo ſpark etherial, ſuch as wiſdom knows, 

Wiſdom, the ſureſt entrance into woes!) 

ines o'er the cottage of unletter'd caſe, 

Vhere rudeſt nature and her gambols pleaſe. 
ntouch'd by grandeur or ambition's ray, 

[he peaceful night's an index of the day. 

alth o'er his fields the whiſtling peaſant leads, 
ontentment bright'ning where each wiſh ſucceeds ! 


1 _ On 
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On hard neceſſity's induſtrious plan, 

His only ſtudy is the wants of man : 

For them the plowſhare thro? the furrow's drawn, 
For them his fleeces whiten o'er the lawn, 


O Thames, majeſtic guardian of the plain, 
Where beauty triumphs and the graces reign ; 
Where ling'ring freedom, as her laſt retreat, 
In Britiſh liberty maintains her ſeat : 

(And may that liberty, my pride and boaſt ! 
Unalter'd Aouriſh on our envied coaſt!) 
Oh how I wiſh to muſe along thy ſide, 

Far from thy neighbour's poverty and pride; 
Paſs o'er each charm, each little ſcene review, 
And with remembrance many a joy purſue. 
Oh how I long thy fruitful banks to ſee, 
The ſpacious meadow, and the winding lea: 
The peaceful vale, where flow'rs unnumber'd riſe, 
Where nature wantons in her choiceſt dyes, 
And earlieſt zephyrs from the ſouth repair, 
To gather fragrance for the vernal year. 
What if Italia boaſt a cloudleſs ſky, 

And France unrivall'd luxuries ſupply ; 

In ſervile languor droops oppreſſion's ſlave : 
While Britain triumphs on her native wave. 
Active and bold her dauntleſs children roam, 


Each country gleaning for their dearer home. 


1 


On Calpe's blazing height, or in the vale 
| Where echo murmurs to the peaceſul gale, 
Unbroken ſtill the vig'rous Briton moves, 
Each danger ſmiles at, and his freedom loves: 
| Sces, with exulting tranſport in his eyes, 

From native oaks triumphant navies riſe ; 
No ties reſtrain him, and no views controul, 
The patriot bright'ning on the father's foul !— 
From all the pleaſures of domeſtic life, 
A prattling infant and a tender wife; 
From ev'ry relative that ſooths below, 
The Briton plunges on his country's foe: 
Looks at deſtruction with unalter'd eye, 
And drops, if conquer'd, with a patriot's ſigh. 
Alluring thought! on which my ſoul has dwelt, 
And fondly triumph'd in the pride ſhe felt, 
When rip'ning manhood bade her pant for fame, 
Andall my wiſhes were a ſoldier's name. 

h why ſo ſoon the flatt'ring dream deſtroy, 

nd bid me mourn imaginary joy? | 

o comforts, dearer than ambition knows, 
Reflection leads, and points me to repoſe. 
back through the paths of guiltleſs youth I move, 
ind trace, with many a ſigh, my native grove. 
n ſcenes beloy'd | to me more precious far 
Than all the gay magnificence of war 

ow throbs my heart to meditate each flow'r ; 
Ou be hawthorn twining thro? the darkling bow'r, 
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The flighted blue- bell peeping thro? the corn, 
The roſe uncultur'd, and its ſcented thorn; 
Dear ſcenes of youth, of innocence and eaſe ! 
Where virtue charm'd, for not a vice could pleaſe ! 
Compar'd to you, how grandeur ſinks away, 
A gilded torture in illuſion's ray. 
With you,—diveſted of her uſeleſs pride, 
No art to cheat or prejudice to guide,— 
Plain nature triumphs, unadorn'd and fair, 
Without one teizing faſhionable care. 
And though the vain, the giddy may contemn 
Her ruſlet garb, and all her ways condemn : 
Yet hence the bleſſings of a kingdom riſe, 
And hence is drawn the very wealth they prize 


Ah what avails the momentary blaze 
Of ſhifting faſhion and its venal praiſe? 

Can ſtars, or gilded coronets afford 

A dearer comfort to their garter'd Lord ? 

Or ſilks the tortures of a breaſt conceal, 

And teach ennobled apathy to feel ? 

Is virtue more congenial to the Crown, 
Than ſpotleſs honour in the meaneſt clown * 
And are the ſmiles of innocence more pure 
Among the wealthy virtuous than the poor ? 
Von hearſe can witneſs, as it moves along, 
That @//are equal in the mould'ring throng ; 
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Diſeaſe could witneſs, ere the parting breath 
Bade anguiſh ceaſe, and loſt its pang in death, 
That all are ſubject to affliction's tear, 


And none completely bleſt, or happy here. 


Yet once—ere manhood with its ſick'ning train 
Of various griefs and complicated pain, 

Ere tyrant ſenſe ſimplicity deſtroy'd, 

And curs'd the boſom with an aching void 

This heart, ſo pang'd and agonizing now 

In rays of peace fat ſmiling on my brow. 

To ev'ry feeling of my ſoul attir'd, 

The morning came, and as it came retir'd. 

No gans could treſpaſs on that happy breaſt, 

Whoſe toil was pleaſure, and whoſe ſports were reſt, . 
Each duty flatter'd by the winning ſmile 

Of him, whoſe praiſe would ſooner mend than ſpoil ; 
Made ſtudy brighten with a cheering ray, 

And fondly clos'd the profitable day. 


How, kindly lur'd and innocently ſped, 
My wiſhes haſten'd where affection led 
How ſweet each toy that flatter'd my young heart, 
o take with rapture all the ſchool-boy's part; 
he morning-pray'r, the nicely figur'd food, 
Vhich, tho? not rich, was wholeſome and was good: 
The wiſh'd-for kiſs, the leſſon of the day, 
he precious penny for the hour. of play; 
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The ſugar'd-cake, that glitter'd in my bag,” 
And made me hate the very name of lag 
A Father's ſmile that brib'd my little breaſt, 

And made me love what others would deteſt ; 

The prize of learning, which, though ſmall, ſeem'd 
great, 

The gilded volume, or the ſculptur'd plate; 

Ah me! what joy! what rapture to be read 

Firſt in the Liſt, and of each Form the head! 

From pleas'd Mamma ſome precious gift receive, 

And ſhare the deareſt kiſſes ſhe could give. 


How often, ſpringing with the reſt from ſchool, 
Light as the morn, I loiter'd round a pool 
At duck and drake the little combat try'd, Till 
And ſent my ſoul with ev'ry ſtone I ply'd; 
How often, heedleſs of the ſtream beneath, 
I leap'd the ditch, and meaſur'd o'er the heath; 
More bleſt, if matchleſs in the race I prov'd, 
Than WoL E expiring for the fame he loy'd ! 
More chai m'd to conquer where no ſorrow roſe, 
Than ſnatch one laurel from my bleeding foes. 
Along the green what various tricks I play'd, 
How oft I wreſtled in the neighb'ring ſhade ! 
Climb'd the tall tree, and on its trembling bough, 
Exulting triumph'd o'er the croud below ; 
Whilſt to my breaſt an infant paſhon ſtole, 
And pour'd its object on my wak'ning foul. 


Ah 


Ah 
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Ah ſcenes beloy'd ! to me more precious far 
Than all the gay magnificence of war 

No ſecret care my pleaſures could deſtroy ; 
The morning roſe, and with it roſe my joy. 
No reſtleſs ſighs the coming ev'ning croſs'd, 
In guiltleſs joys each fleeting hour was loſt; 
To mutual raptures, innocently lent, 

Our boſoms heav'd, and ſettled in content. 


Such were the hours of youth and harmleſs eaſe, 
No day beginning but whoſe hours could pleaſe ! 
And ſuch the promiſe, which in fondneſs grew 
on ev'ry ſcene imagination drew: 

derenely clear the tide of Being ran, 

Till time had urg'd it into boiſt'rous Man, 


Unkind remembrance! whither would'ſt thou bear 
Diſtreſs, already tortur'd to deſpair ? 

O come, thou ſoft oblivion, man's beſt friend, 

breathe o'er my ſoul, and bid her anguiſh end; 
Quench in my breaſt the wild-devouring fire 

Of thoughtleſs paſſion, and its vain deſire; 

nd then may virtue, reconcil'd at laſt, 

In ſpotleſs peace forget the guilty paſt ; 

Vith ev'ry impulſe of my breaſt agree, 

nd point where truth and innocence are free. 


And 
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And thou, my friend !—if ſtill thy boſom knows 


The ſafe and laſting earneſt of repoſe; 

If ſtruggling Nature's by thy reaſon taught 

To yield the ſenſual for the god-like thought 
Still keep the path- and ſhun the canc'rous ſmile 
Of female ſoftneſs, deſtin'd to beguile 

Far from thee caſt ſeduction's luring bait, 

Nor yield to charms whoſe poiſon ſtings too late, 
Looſe on her couch the trait'reſs fondly lies, 
With marſhall'd feelings and laſcivious eyes; 

In artful negligence her limbs repoſe, 

And various attitudes thoſe limbs expoſe ; 

Whilſt am'rous looks a ſecret magic roll, 

Arreſt each ſenſe, and faſcinate the ſoul ; 

Wake ev'ry ſenſual feeling of the breaſt, 

Till luſt enjoys what hundreds have poſſeſs'd. 


Bleſt, as thou ſeem'ſt, with ev'ry pleafing art, 
And form'd by nature for the nobleſt part; 
With youth to bear thee where thy feelings tend, 
And ſenſe to point them to the worthieſt end; 
Beyond the reach of diſappointment plac'd, 
Secur'd by fortune and with titles grac'd, 


On Britain's coaſt, where all that's beauteous moves, 


Thou ſoon ſhalt flutter till thy boſom loves. 
Then wilt thou ſhare the fond enrapt'ring figh, 
The melting ſoftneſs of a Britiſh eye! 

Then wilt thou, far from Italy's deceit, 
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And French deluſion, feel that love is ſweet ; 
Partake the bliſs which nuptial honours lend, 
And fondly mix the lover with the friend, 
Unequall'd tranſports to that ſhed repair, 
Where virtue brightens o'er a wedded pair; 
Unequall'd ſorrows to thoſe joys ſucceed, 
Where reaſon bluſhes at illuſion's deed. 

The very tear, that dews a mother's cheek, 

A dearer rapture to thy heart ſhall ſpeak, 
Than all the joys a libertine can boaſt, 

Whoſe brighteſt tranſports are diſtreſs at moſt, 


Oh ! that my heart, a ſtranger to the truth 
Experience prompts, could vindicate my youth ! 
Reflection's thorn from reas'ning manhood tear, 
Or make the pangs of conſcience leſs ſevere. 
Illufive wiſh ! whoſe momentary beam, 

Gilds, for a time, imagination's dream, 
And fondly leads us, as our feelings urge, 
Through life's viciſſitudes to folly's verge; 
Why to the mind a baſeleſs fabric ſhow, 

To rack the boſom when it wakes to woe ? 
Add to this bleeding heart one torture more, 
And tear it ſlumb'ring to my native fhore? 


Here let me range, till Heav'n or chance has ſpent 
The rankling ſhafts of pain and diſcontent; X 
Wnilſt 
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Whilſt you, * my Friend] a ſervant at your fide, 
Whom uſe has made interpreter and guide, 

With ſpirits, op'ning like the new-born day, 

To fair Italia gladly bend your way, 

And though ſtern winter, gath'ring on your eye, 
Expand the rigourof a frozen ſky; 

Though hills, array'd in everlaſting ſnow, 
Which ſeldom mixes with the ſtreams below, 

In unaccuſtom'd majeſty ſurprize 

The trav'lling youth, and fix his gazing eyes, 
Yetdauntleſs fancy bears you thro' the whole; 
The neighb'ring warmth and proſpe&s fill your ſoul ; 
The rough Tyrrol's already left behind ! 
Recorded wonders croud upon your mind ; 

- Andall you've read or heard of antient years, 

In local ruins to your view appears. 


So flies my friend—and may that Heav'n which lent 
An eaſy fortune, wiſdom and content— 
Still ſmile where'er thou go'ſt ; may reaſon guide 
Thy youthful boſom from inſulting pride. 


*The young gentleman to whom this addreſs is directed, was 
on the eve of his departure for Italy in the beginning of November, 
at which time, the author ſeparated from his unfortunate friend, and 
purſued his journey to Pruſſia, 
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Thus nobly born! let not, ignobly proud [' 
Thy conduct fink thee lower than the croud ; Wo 
Or wounded friendſhip meet thee with a tear, 9 
Lament thy weakneſs, and bewail thy ſneer. N 

| 


For me—whom fortune ſees with look aſkance, 1 
Whoſe fate is checquer'd by the hand of chance — | 1 
Still to the Great hard lot for him who feels J. 
Whoſe ſoul's in tumult while his brow conceals . 
The yoke ſhe bears —ſtill to the Great I fly, 

And watch the ſunſhine of a courtier's eye. 

Through various ſcenes I've pick'd the crumb of life, 
Contentment, ſeeking and avoiding ſtrife ! 

Peaceful, when honour whiſper'd to be ſtill, 

And once too proud to proſtitute my will, 

LulPd into thoughts of momentary reſt, 

Deluſion caſt its magic o'er my breaſt ; 

Still as T mus'd the gild'd meteor ſhone, 

Each hope was flatter'd, and each sued won. 
I'd heard of friendſhip, kindling at diſtreſs, 

By virtue driven to relieve and bleſs ! 

The god-like impulſe dwelt upon my ear, 

And as I heard, I fondly wiſh'd to hear. 
Though bleak misfortune ev'ry ſcheme invade, 
I ſtill have friends! in fooliſh faith, I ſaid : 

T flill have frieuds, with all my wiſhes roſe, 
Stole to my breaſt, and lull'd it to repoſe. 

Till fad reality, delufion's foe ! 


Each errour ſtripp'd, and bar'd the lurking woe. 


! 
Thus f 
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Thus into manhood roſe my barren youth, 
Through falſhood gilded by apparent truth, 
Thovgh in each place, each cuſtom and each plan, 
My keeneſt ſtudy was the mind of man, 
I've ſtill to ſeek—and let the world believe, 
For that which wounds, forbids me to decerve— 
I've ſtill to ſeek, from peaſant to the Lord, 
The man who promiſes and keeps his word, 
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WHEN INCOMMODED BY THE HEAT, AT A CONCERT, 
1777. 


EEP ! keep thoſe arms! oh never be they mine, 

While ſo much worth, ſuch killing charms are 
thine! 

Let it ſuffice thy wit and ſenſe to hear, 

Hang on thy tongue, and know that thou art fair; 

Let it ſuffice with ſecret joy to find, 

In ev'ry glance, ſome impulſe of thy mind. 

When Phcebus, burſting with too fierce a ray, 

Pours on the fields intolerable day, 
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he flow'rs hang heavy on the arid plain, 

ll Eve reſtores them to their bloom again, 

hus when unveil'd I meet thoſe beauteous eyes, 
thouſand raptures ev'ry ſenſe ſurpriſe : 

lcedleſs I catch the light'ning as it plays, 

ill ev'ry feeling ſickens at the blaze. 

cep then a gift, ſo pregnant with alarms, 
with it aſka lover to thy arms: 

fling the pain, which for a time I feel, 

ut great the care thoſe little arms conceal, 
thouſand tortures are in ambuſh kepr, 
thouſand lovers for thy charms have wept ! 
pid as well his quiver might beſtow, 

re as a friend, to murder as a foe, 

you diſmiſs, one moment, from your hand, 
ran, whoſe folds ſo many fates command. 
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uſt to my heart one tender ſigh is giv'n, 
et me gaze, and meditate its Heay'n, 
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( 62 ) 


To Miss „ 


F e' er deluſion o'er thy breaſt 
In gilded viſions rov'd, 
If e'er thy fault'ring tongue expreſs'd, 
1 know that I ain lov'd ! 


With thoſe thy ſecret wiſhes knew, 
Compare the joys I prov'd; 

Who oft have ſaid, and thought it true, 
1 know that I am loud] 


But when experience tore aſide 
The charm thy ſoul approv'd, 
If e'er thy trembling boſom figh'd 

1 fer J am not lou'd ! 


Ah pity one whoſe bleeding heart 
Each ſad extreme has prov'd ; 
From ev'ry comfort forc'd to part, 

Becauſe he was not lov'd ! 


Yet once, on wings of guiltleſs joy, 

My laughing moments mov'd ; 
No cloud the proſpect could deſtroy, 

For once! I thought ſhe lov'd ! 
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VANITY of FAME. 


* 


ADDRESSED TO 


SIR CARNABY HAGGERSTON, Barr: 


4% Prima dicte mihi, ſumma dicende camxna, ? 


HORATII EPISTOLA, 


| AME's ſacred heat, how wide it ſpreads, how ſmall 
The faithleſs pleaſure it affords to all : 

he mad ambition of its fruitleſs aim, 

o catch the wand'ring echo of a name, 

ing—O HAGGERSTON! the verſe inſpire! 

Ireathe on each line thy elegance aud fire; 

each me this maze of errour to pervade, 

nd call neglected reaſon from her ſhade, 


Science to thee has ſpread her ſacred ſtores, 

nd crown'd thy labours with her choiceſt flow'rs; 
hy breaſt the Critic and the Bard inform, 

th truth to judge us, and with fire to warm; 

or is thy heart unequal to thy mind; 

here glows each paſſion of the purer kind. 
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( 64 ) 


Come then my guide O thou, whoſe rank and birt, 


Though great! are ſtill inferiour to thy worth; 
Pilot my little bark, and with the gale 

That ſped thy veſlel, ſpeed my rifing ſail! 

But if, unequal to the dang'rous theme, 
Advent'rous youth ſhould miſs its arduous aim, 
Point to that path which humbler bards attend ; 
The Muſe's patron, and the Poet's friend! 


How ſhall we gain what vanity would have, 
W hat ſoon or late muſt periſh in the grave? 


How ſhall we catch this ſhadow of renown, 


Which, meteor-like, is ſeen, and quickly gone! 
Say ! ſhall we fail where wand'ring fancy guides, 
In ſearch of honour, thro' the furtheſt tides ? 
Columbus-like, another world explore, 

In other ſans, where other oceans roar ? 
Through ſavage nature meditate the prize, 

And catch the ſhadow while it tempts our eyes? 


How dear, alas | the tribute which we pay, 
For bays, ſcarce ſprung, but deſtin'd to decay 
Our warmeſt with can honour's breath acquire, 
When in the tomb that honour muſt expire? 
There heroes, kings, and poets humbly lie, 
Without a paſſion, and without a figh ! 

There titled wickedneſs, and injur'd worth, 
Contented occupy their ſpeck of carth ; 
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And THERE, thou giddy coxcomb of an hour, 
Infulting mimic of the man in pow'r | 

slave to the dazzling nonſenſe of the times; 
Thy duK ſhall mingle with the man of rhymes : 
And if remembrance ſhould hereafter trace, 

In ſome ſad daub, that ignominious face, 

Still ſhall contempt attend thy hated name, 

And ages ſpare thee to be damn'd by fame | 


Why then, ye vain ! thus ever on the ſtretch, "4 
Why blindly graſp at what you cannot reach? 1 
ls it in man his humbleſt wiſh to gain, 1 
Or if once gain'd, uninjur'd to maintain? 11 
Scarce round the brows of Ammon's warlike ſon, | | 
The laurel circles which his courage won, 14 
Drunk with his conqueſts, triumphs, and his pow'r, | 
When fate commands, and Ammon's Son's no more! 
Now what avail the terrours of his name, 

His Perſian laurels, or his Indian fame? 

Loſt! or at beſt unnotic'd, ſee they paſs, 

And millions know not Alexander was. 

What herocs fall! what honours diſappear, 

Nor fame itſelf can tell us that they were | 8 
To-day all triumph! ſcarce to morrow's come, 

When ev'ry laurel withers in the tomb; 

The ſtoried arch, adorn'd with many a rhyme, 

betrays its charge, and owns the touch of time. 


So 


So ſink the great, ſo Tully's hope was vain ; 


( 66 ) 
Which Hype has loſt, and PIT ſhall ſcarce obtain. 


Go madly then, in reaſon's ſpite aſpire, 
Where fancy points, and vanity can fire; 
Shine forth in arms, the bloody combat guide, 
Bid nations bleed, and ruin ſwell the tide ; 
Supremely vain, the giddy height explore, 
Of ſovereign pride, and riſen—be no more ! 
Or vainly great in ſcience, ſhew the plan 
Creation form'd, and fathom into man ; 
Sound all his turns, his paſſions, and his end, 
Point how to one fair common-whole they tend ; 
Look nature through with ſtudy's choiceſt ray, 
Pervade this whole, and all its parts diſplay ; 
Spring from our earth, this little ſpot deſpiſe ! 
Frame worlds on worlds, and range along the ſkies ; 
Bid planets roll, bid ſuns and moons appear 
At ſtated hours, and tell us how they ſteer : 
Yet, ſpite of all, this bitter truth adore, 
« Fate drops the veil, and ſcience is no more.” 
Fate drops the veil !|—ambition take thy ſting, 
And wiſely curb the mad advent'ring wing; 
W hat millions look for, think not ſolely thine ! 
"Tis Cockburn's! Eliott's ! Palliſer's, and mine; 
*Tis the vile wretch's, in whoſe trait'rous breaſt, 


_ Lurks ev'ry vice by which the world's opprefs'd. 


Weak 
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Weak ! fooliſh man ! is thirſt of fame confin ©  - 

n. Within the partial limits of thy mind? 
Look round our world, each little Being ſee, 
And ſay, vain wretch, 1s fame alone for thee ! 
All nature feels, nor can her breath inſpire 
One fingle atom with uncqual fire ; 
The ſmalleſt part, though in an humbler ſpace, 
Roams as we roam, and eyes the flying chaſ> : 
The courſer foams, and meaſures o'er the plain, 
Champs the {tiff bit, and toſſes in the rein; 
Burns while his rider ruſhes on the foe, 
And points his boſom to receive the blow ; 
Triumphant ſpurns the relics of the ſlain, 
And beats with wanton hoot the hollow-ſounding plain: 
'Tis not the ſpur that makes his eye-ball roll 
With dauntleſs fire, and calls forth all his ſoul, 
Reſiſtleſs drives him where the battle glows, 
Through ſeas of blood, and heaps of dying foes. 

The feather'd bards that chaunt in ev'ry grove, 
And tune their voices to the ſound of love, 
Announce the ſpring, and with ſoft muſic hail 
The bright'ning beauties of the flow'ry vale ; 
Say, does not fame their little ſouls inſpire, 
And honour's breath the little concert fire ? 
If chance a linnet on the glitt'ring thorn, | 
Warbling ſalute the riſing of the morn, 
The lark attends |! it liſtens to the note, 
And pours forth all the mufic of its throat; 
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( 68 ) 


With envy ſwells, and ſtretches out the lay, 

Till the poor vanquiſh'd linnet quits the ſpray, 
The Packs that echo thro' the ſounding wood, 

Start ev'ry game, and riot in its blood, 

With all the rage of emulation bear, 

Through thorns and thickets, on the ſylvan war ; 

The love-fick bull, whoſe jealous eyes ſurvey 

A beauteous heifer with his rival ſtray, 

Provokes the fight with butting horns, and pours 

Reſounding echoes through the diſtant bow'rs ; - 

Undaunted ſpreads his terrours round the field, 

Attacks his foe, and, living, ſcorns to yield: 

Rapine and love act but a ſecond part, 

Tis thirſt of fame that vibrates to the heart. 


With diffrent names, though in effect the ſame, 


Our ruling paſſion 1s but thirſt of fame ; 

Luft, pride and gain, have all one common end, 
And Tully would expire, did none commend, 
There are, *tis true—but ſuch we ſeldom find 
Whoſe wiſhes ſeem to wander from mankind : 
Dull, ſullen ſouls ! whoſe great and only ſigh, _ 
Is juſt to breath] be ſparing, and to die] 

A grov'ling, mean, ſelf-intereſted ſeR | 
NegleQed, yet unconſcious of neglect ; 

With not a beam of ſocial worth adorn'd, 

By wit unnotic'd, and by folly ſcorn'd; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe very faults are foreign to the wiſe, 

Whole very virtues wiſdom muſt deſpiſe! 

Whole narrow feelings narrow proſpects bound, 
And whoſe fad life is one unalter'd, ſick'ning round! 
Yet if, by ſome ſtrange miracle, you catch, 

Lur'd from his cell, the ſolitary wretch ; 

If from her cage the fetter'd ſoul ſhould ſpring, 
And keep to nature with a trembling wing : 

Pride will awake the momentary figh, 

And bid its wiſhes into public fly. 

Thus does this ſov'reign inmate of the ſoul, 

Act on mankind with more or leſs controul; 
Urge them to deeds which Heav'n and virtue love, 
Or bid their boſoms with each meanneſs move. 


FARMER !/—whoſe name's a monument of worth! 
Whoſe death ennobles both thy race and birth ! 
When fate was uſher'd in each breath of wind, 

And ev'ry element appear'd unkind, 

Did aught, beſides what glory could fapply, 
Diſturb one thought, or wake one human ſigh ? 
No! notthy DEARER-SELF could ſteal between, 
Or bribe one pang from ſuch an awful ſcene ; 
Reſign'd thou ſtood'ſt, more like a God than man, 
And gave to Britain all a Briton can; 

Leaning on HoPE, thy fellow- warriour by, 


Till all that could was ſav'd, thou would'ſt not die; 


Then, hero-like, the fatal mandate giv'n, 
Amid the burſt of war, thy ſpirit ſprung to Heav'n, 
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Bold Curtius, riſe ! fay, was it for the ſake 

Of Rome alone, thy courage ſcorn'd the lake: 

Or thou, brave youth! whoſe wither'd hand confeſs'd 
The dauntleſs vigour of a Roman's breaſt ; 

When vengeance took expiring freedom's part, 
And aim'd its poignard at the tyrant's heart, 

Did not a ſomething whiſper at that hour, 

6 To this ſhall future times their homage pour!“ 
Why wept a Cæſar in the wilds of Spain, 

Big with each triumph that e'er thought could gain? 
Did not a ſomething urge thoſe tears to flow? 

Did not a ſomething, Brutus! prompt thy blow? 
And yet how vain the tranſitory dream, 

To you a nothing! and to us a name 

Fearleſs the virtuous Porcia met her doom, 

And fled with freedom from expiring Rome 

Her name was echo'd thro? the Latian ſhore, 

She died! was honour'd, and the ſcene was o'er ! 
Nor did her mould'ring relics catch the breath 
Which fancy warbled to the car of death, 


Here let the Muſe—and ſure each Britiſh ſoul, 
Will for the youth, with ev'ry muſe condole— 
To thee, brave MANN ERS! pour the votive ſtrain, 
And waft her tribute o'er the Weſtern Main, 
RUTLAND, a race ſo honour'd by mankind, 
For aQts of valour, and a god-like mind, 


Now 
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Now doubly glorious brightens in thy fate, 
And adds one peerleſs laurel to the ſtate. 
In thy warm breaſt was felt that gen'rous fire, 
Which Heav'n and virtue could alone inſpire : 
Unaw'd by death, though wounded to deſpair, 
Fair Albion's glory was thy only care | 
All elſe expir'd : e'en fame itlelt forgot, 
At that bright hour, to wake one private thought, 
Oh, while beyond the ken of fancy's ray, 
Thy ſpotleſs ſoul is loſt in endleſs day, 
Wand'ring with Granby through your native ſkies, 
Beyond a brother's, and a nation's ſighs ! 
Long may the Muſe, to pious rapture fir'd, 
Repeat the ſtrain which dauntleſs worth inſpir'd: 
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Long may remembrance, with a ſigh fincere, | 
Point to the deep, and ſhed the grateful tear; | | 
Britannia's ſons ſhall catch the godlike flame, "$ 
And ſcorn each private view for public fame, 11 


Juſt broke from ſchaol, as when a ſtripling ſtrays 
Along the murm'ring ſhore, in health and eaſe, 10 | 
Anx1ous to cull, what in his thought excels, 4 | 
Careful he wanders o'er a thouſand ſhells ; 
And Kill, as on he moves, new charms ariſe, 
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Something more pleaſing, or in ſhape, or dyes; 1 
Til tir'd with thoſe he finds, yet withing more, Of 
He drops them, one by one, and leaves the ſhore: 6/0 
* So man, whom ev'ry guſt of flatt'ry fires, ll 
Who knows no pleaſure but what fame inſpires, 104 


With 
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With endleſs toi! purſues the dazzling ſcheme, 
And graſps, deluded, at an empty dream. 
And ture, it aught can touch an heav'nly mind, 
Amid the feeble efforts of mankind ; 
If aught that's human can approach divine, 
Or lend perfection to a great deſign ; 
*T1s that bold ſoul which int'reit cannot ſpoil, 
Ambition win, or flattery beguile ; 
Which owns no frailties but what nature bears, 
And if ſhe errs, through human weakneſs errs. 
Fain would the Muſe, on vent'rous pinion, ſcale 
Yon glorious rock, and catch the wondrous tale 
Of vet'ran worth ; the grateful theme inſpires 
My youthful voice, and all my boſom fires, 


_ Amidſt the clath of war methinks I riſe, 


And dauntleſs flutter in Heſperian ſkies, 

While on his rock, brave Eliott nobly glows 
With patriot valour, and repels our foes— 

Scenes yet unſung the tiembling deep deform, 
And angry Mars in horrour mounts the ſtorm ; 
Pours from his cave the fiery bolts of ire, 

And wraps the floating armament in fire; 

Carnage and death appear on ev'ry fide, 

And Spain's choice youth le welt'ring in the tide ; 
While Britain's genius, conſcious of his might, 


Breathes on his ſons, and prompts them to the fight; 


Darts the bright ray of valour, nobly great, 
And mingles pity with a-foe's defeat, 
| I 
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As when ſome comet, long foretold to riſe, 
Burſts on mankind, and ſtreams along the ſkies, 
In filent wonder, and with inward awe, 

Veſce it treſj» Ting on nature's law. 

he glorious blaze, majeſtically bright 

Ffulgent ſcatters unaccuſtom'd light; 

horn of their beams the ſtars diminiſh'd lie, 

und faintly glimmer in the glowing ſky : 

t length, worn out, the dazzling wonder's o'er, 
\nd Heaven's whole aſpect glitters as before. 

ong does remembrance view the wondrous blaze, 
Ind fancy baſks, unfearful, in its rays, 

ill, in revolving years, the ſplendour's laid, 

new one riſes, and the old's decay'd, 
oCHATHAM, pouring with unbounding ſoul! 
aught ev'ry ſtream of eloquence to roll; 

n ev'ry ſtream reſiſtleſs luſtre threw, 

t once our wonder and our guardian too. 

hrough Britain's Iſle, and thence on all mankind, 
e beam'd the various ſplendours of his mind; 

0 Britain's foes, intolerable flame! 

0 Britain's friends, her conqueſt, and her fame. 
hus to the virtuous—philoſophie eye, 

e meteor ſhines benignant from the ſky, 

hile vice beholds it with a ſecret dread, 

d moves in anguith till the terrour's fled, 


hee CnaTHAam long, by patriot fondneſs led, 
le Muſe has viſited among the dead; 
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Where kings and ſtateſmen, never to return 
Slumb'ring aſide, are honour'd by thy urn. 

Oh, may the fair reſemblance of thy breaſt, 

With dauntleſs worth, and god-like view: impreſs'd, 
True to his king, his country, and his friend, 
And acting nobly for the nobleſt end, 

Like thee, reſiſt whate'er with canc'rous ill, 

Can taint the path of freedom's ſacred will; 

Thy ſon's renown ſhall mingle with thy fame, 
Nor yet eclips'd, nor yet beyond thy name 
Alas, how trifling is the breath we give, 

To thee a nothing, though the triumph live 

To him how little ! who in early hour, 

In ſpite of prejudice, is rais'd to pow'r. 

Thovgh malice foams, and reſtleſs envy wakes, 
Her half-exhauſted, ſtill envenom'd ſnakes ; 

Yet Pir r ſhall be, what CHATDUAM was before, 


Like CHATHAM paſs away, and BE no more. T 

Perſumptuous man | why then attempt a toy, | Som: 
Which each one covets, and which none enjoy * 2 Whe 
A ſomething ! which is ever in our view, In pt 
Yet ever flies as giddy men purſue : Whe 
An empty bubble, which a breath devours, A fav 
Which ſtill is promiſing, yet never ours. A ſm 
In ev'ry age ſome follies we enjoy, The 
The child its rattle, and his game the boy ; = 
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The man with books or pleaſure mult agrec, 
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Yet love of fame the various ſcene inſpires, 
The old man wisHEs, and the young DESIRESs 
Aſk yonder muſing, melancholy ſage, 
That ſeeks the lonely walk, and ſhuns the age, 
Why from the buſtle of the world he flies, 
And feems to value what the reſt deſpiſe ? 
Why, cynic-like, within himſelf confin'd, 
He lives a niggard of his cultur'd mind ? 
Is it becauſe he knows, what few men know, 
That all is trifling vaaity below ? 
Ah, no !—his ſoul the gen'ral paſſion feels, 
And warmly covets what his heart conceals. 
Deep in philoſophy, the ſage who dives, 
Whoſe breaſt enlarges as his fancy thrives ; 
For whom glad ſcience opens all to light, 
Does vartue only, or does fame excite ? 


Thus in our breaſts do diffrent paſſions more, 
dome with a ſocial, ſome a ſelfiſh love. 
Whether in public, or in private life, 
In peaceful ſolitude, or noiſy ſtrife; 
Whether a king, or e'en a king's own knave, 
A fawning courtier, or a galley-ſlave, 
A ſmooth-tongu'd merchant, or a bluſt'ring tar, 
The quiet ſtudent, or the ſon of war ; 
This various paſſion actuates thro' the whole, 
And ſways mankind with more or leſs controul, 
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The greedy wretch, whom thouſand fears command, 
Whene'er the pence muſt quit his trembling hand, 
Who ſees a cheat in honeſty itſelf, 

And thinks e'en virtue meditates his pelf ; 

T he frugal crone, whoſe maxim is, to live 
Beneath the means that heav'n and nature give, 
Who dreads her ruin in each crumb that drops 
And juſt ſubſiſts on dirty cruſts and ſops, 
Grieves at the candle's half-extinguiſhed beam, 
Spares the long ſnuff, and feeds the dying flame, 
Preſerves the leavings of a ſtale repaſt, 

And ne'er—but when ſhe viſits - breaks her faſt ; 
The greedy wretch, and partner of his care, 

The frugal crone, both undiſtinguiſh'd bear 
The living mark; would feel an inward ſore, 
Should babbling echo whiſper—they were poor ! 
Venture a momentary flaſh of pride, 

And turn out GEn'rovs, once before they died. 


E'en fingularity,— that fooliſh elf, 
Whoſe deareſt impulſe centers in itſelf ; 
For partial notice will abſurdly move, 
Ingenious hero of a ring or glove! 
« Fie,” cries Sir Harry, vanity's beſt fool ! 
« Write like a ſchool-boy that has learnt by rul*, 
« Shall GREAT MEN imitate the merchant's clerk ? 
« Ah, rather let them blunder round a mark, 
Than for the sTvP1D, clear indited line, 


% Renounce, O faſhion, ſuch a ſcrawl as thine ! Let 
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Let dear confuſion gather at each word, 

« Scribbling's the ſureſt index of a Lord.“ 
Why ſhould Sir Harry, faſhionably vain, 

What others wiſh for, think of with diſdain ? 
Why ſhould Narciſſus, lamentably gay, 

Deſpiſe the writer, yet admire the play? 

Why ſhould Clorinda run an author down, 
And from mere wantonneſs, delude the town ? 
'Tis rare diſtinction bids the folly riſe, 

For that they love you, hate you or deſpiſe, 
And yet how faintly beams the ſcatter'd fire! 
The whole ſhall vaniſh when the whims expire. 


Yet harmleſs theſe | and innocent, though mean, 
The gen'ral paſhons through the varying ſcene: 
Curſe to themſelves alone, the public weal 
Receives no wound from their ambitious ſteel : 
Nor is the country, for a private end, | 
Shook to her vitals by a treach'rous friend; 

But ſoon or late the fetter'd ſtreams return, 
Within their channel, from the ſecret urn. 
See yonder viſionary | thoughtleſs fool, * 
Whoſe great ambition is a mob to rule! 
bid rage inſenſate ſeize an harmleſs prey, 
And flaſh deſtruction on the bluſhing day : 
In blind delufion's tranſitory pride, 

Dragg'd by fanatic errour, ſe him ride! 


*. Lord George Gordon. 
G 3 Blaze 
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Blaze like the dreaded meteor in the ſky, 
And pour, like that, confufion from his eye: 
Clothe in religious zeal ambitious ends, 
Abuſe his ſov'reign, and miflead his friends. 
Behold him madden round the good-man's wall, 
And meanly triumph in the fabric's fall : 
Deaf to the voice of injur'd nature grown! 
The mother's ſhrieks, and ſoft-ey'd virgin's moan, 
Bid him be all that modeſt worth can dread, 
Call forth his pride, and erring thirſt to lead : 
Bid him be all that can afflit mankind, 
Then ſearch the ruling paſhon of his mind: 
Break but the tickling ſtraw that works his brain 
To all this rage, and ev'ry proſpect's vain; 
Then Nero drops to what he was before, 
And all his vaſt ambition is no more; 4 
Then — though redeem'd by int'reſt from the fate 
Which Heav'n and juſtice ow'd an injur'd ſtate— 
His baſe intention wanders into nought, 
A madman's viſion, and an empty thought ! 
Thus did ambition's wild devouring luſt, 
Lay the fair dome of Epheſus in duſt; 
The *Grecian own'd the tyrant in his breaſt, 
And gave to fame what wiſdom mult deteſt. 


* Eraſtothenes, an antient madman, who ſet fire te the beauti- 
ful Temple of Diana, at Epheſus, with a view of tranſmitting his 
name down to poſterity ; and which he has effectually accompliſhed, 
by ſecuring to his memory the deteſtation of eyery honeſt man. 


And 
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And thus our Nero, borne on wings of fire, 

Shall blaze through ages, till the world expire 

In one wide waſte ; while horrour ſtamps his name 
With burning letters on the front of fame, 


And yet, ambitious of a ſhort renown !. 

What mortals periſh, and what nations groan | 

Much pitied Rome! the terrour and the jeſt 

Of thoſe, whom once thy matchleſs arm oppreſt ; 

Say! where are now thoſe honours of thy name, 

Their laurels wither'd, and extinct their fame? 

One heap of ruin loads onr aching eye, 

And ſcarce a ſtone can tell us where they lye: 

Of moulder'd monuments few marks remain, 

The ſtructure vaniſh'd, and a deſart plain! 

Yet once, the glorious miſtreſs of our earth, 

Rome gave a Cato, and a Cæſar birth TR | 

Surrounding nations trembled at her word, 
| Receiy'd her laws, and yielded to her ſword : iq 

And once ſhe thought a never-ending fame 

Would deck her triumphs, and attend her name ; | 

Her heroes caught the madd'ning flame, and bore | 

The conqu'ring Eagle to the furtheſt ſhore ; ith 

How fruitleſs all! Since envious fate was there, " 

To twine their laurels with the thorns of care. 


Happy the man !—ſome dazzled fool will cry, 


Who owns no limits but the diſtant ſky : * 
ü | 0 
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To whom a thouſand homages are paid, 

As hero flatter'd, and as God obey'd ; 

Poor empty ſlave, of freedom the diſgrace ! 
Go then and pay thy tribute of amaze, 

To rule unaw'd, have nations at the nod, 

To reign a monarch, and be thought a God ! 
Attracts, 'tis true, and dazzling man's weak eye, 
Allows the ſoul but narrow bounds to fly: 
Vet, in a crown—poo1 ornament of pride 
What vipers gather, and what worms abide. 
Haſte then, ye monarchs of the Eaſt, to raiſe, 
The column-buſt of monumental praiſe ; 
Bid the gay pyramid, aſcending. ſhew 

What folly, pride, and weakneſs lie below, 


Range through the tombs, and with a pitying eye, 
Turn to where kings, and fons of kings muſt lie: 
Where peaceful urns, are truſted with the clay, 

That, unambitious, haſtens to decay; 

Where Royal innocence—oh early loſt 

A CHARLOTTE's treaſure, and a GEORGE's boaſt— 
With vet'ran heroes mixes, in his prime, 

And ſtands recorded guiltleſs of a crime; 

And when thou ſeeſt the various flatt'ring theme, 
Their worth remember'd, and their deathle/s name, 
When poets, ſtateſmen, kings, aud chiefs, are brought 
Before the ſerious viſion of thy thought, 


Prince Alficd. 
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Tell me, thou ſage obſerver, whofe deſires, 

The ſame frail paſſion, like the reſt, inſpires, 

Whoſe reaſon mourns the weakneſs of mankind, . 
Yet owns the tyrant lurking in thy mind; 

W hat do their boaſted honours now avail, 

The name unnotic'd, and forgot the tale ? 
Oblivion's wing, by waſting ages ſpread, 

Wraps in its ſhade the ſolitary dead, 

Clouds the gay beams which gild the name of pride, 
And bids the momentary flaſh ſubſide, 


Painting in vain her flatt'ring touch applics, 
To ſooth the great, the fooliſh, or the wiſe, 
With mimic life deceives the living eye: 
She ſaves a hero as ſhe ſaves a fly. ll 
Behold yon ſketch, were valiant Marlb'rough glows, [ 
And darts confuſion on his routed foes : 
See Gallia's boaſtful ſons retire with ſhame, 1 
And plunge precipitate in Danube's ſtream 
Britannia's colours float along the ſky, = 
- And all her triumphs gather on the eye : ＋ 
While low in duſt the vanquith'd Lilly lies, | 
And flaps indignant, as its hero flies | 
Though captive Tallard add to Marlb'rough's fame, [| 
And humbled France exalt Britannia's name, 1 
Yet, as at laſt the ſketch muſt wear away, 
Victor and vanquiſh'd, both alike decay. 
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The faithful Muſe, the record, and the plate. 

May ſave, awhile, ambition from its fate, 

Vet oon or late the baſcleſs work muſt fall, 

And dark oblivion gather round it all. 

The bloody Croſs, triumphant now ſo long, 
Which, like the Lilihy's, truſted to a ſong, 

And Marlb'rough's name with Tallard muſt reſign, 
When Heav'n or time thall waſte the Muſe's line, 


Unequall'd Crop1a ! faireſt of the fair! 
The pride of Leic'ſter, and the Muſe's care! 
E'en thou, at laſt, ſhalt yield to nature's lot, 
Thy beauty vaniſh'd, and thy name forgot 
The roſe and lilly, which fo ſweetly grace 
The bright'ning features of thy youthful face, 
T hoſe eyes, that dart a conqueſt in each glance, 
T hoſe feet, that ſhame the graces in the dance, 
Muſt ſoon or late ſubmit to nature's lot, 

Their owNER, vaniſh'd, and her name forgot 
Reſiſtleſs magic ſhall no longer roll 

From thoſe bright eyes, and fix the captive ſoul : 
No more, as gaily thro' the dance you move, 
Delight ſhall ſteal the rapt admirer's love, 

Or rob. ſome bapleſs virgin of her ſwain, 

While am'rous Cupids flutter in thy train: 

Some other maid, when thou ſhalt bloom no more, 
Will ſhine the little goddeſs of the hour; 
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With half thy charms be flatter'd to the tomb, 

And bear, with half thy ſenſe, her tranſient bloom; 
Some other bard, in ſtrains outlaſting mine, 

May ſing of charms that ne'er can equal thine ! 
Confide, like me, the fond-deluding figh 

To ſome frail verſe, which ſoon or late muſt die. 


Yet thirſt of fame mortality inſpires, 
Warms palſied age, and lights his dying fires : 
Attends expiring greatneſs to the tomb, 
And leads the ſoul through centuries to come, 
Why, toils the patient patriot in a ſtate, 
And ſhields an empire from impending fate? 
Why curs'd with ev'ry foible of mankind, 
The meaneſt boſom and the baſeſt mind! 
With ſenſe pe verted to the blick-{t ends, 
Faithleſs alike to enemies and friends! 
Did * * ® fpend the moments he could ſpare 
From vice and pleaſure, in his country's care ? 
Was it becauſe he ſaw her glory ſtain'd, 
Her laurels with'ring and her name diſdain'd ? 
Shook from her baſe, and wav'ring in each plan, 
Which ſtill beginning as the laſt began, 4 
Was fruitleſs ſtill? No! truſt me, all that hoard ql 
f wealth ill-gotten! which has dubb'd him LoRD! } 
dnatch'd from the ruin of his country's name, 1 
Truſt me, that hoard's a ſacrifice to Fame. 
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Oh, when will Britons, ſtarting from their trance, 
With Britiſh ſpirit ſcorn the tricks of France? 
When will our ancient fire, abſorb'd ſo long 

By Gallic nonſenſe, and Italian ſong | 

Burſt from its cloud, reſiſtleſs on the main, 

And light our ſons to conqueſt once again? 

What, though her ties America diſclaim, 

And baſely ſtab the womb from whence ſhe came; 
What, though with deeper perfidy be found, 
The faithleſs friend that gives the ſecret wound; 
Shall Britain, conſcious of unrivall'd fame! 
Forget her triumphs, or negle& her name? 

No! while as yet one ſpark exiſts below, 

Of that bright flame which made a ManxEeR's glow, 
While pattriot-valour, with untainted fires, 
Breathes on her youth, and vet'ran worth inſpires, 
Britain ſhall riſe, and from her envied ſhore, 
Teach boaſtful Gallia to be vain no more; 
FREEDOM, no longer ſubje& to controul, 

Aſſert her rights, and animate the whole. 

And ſure, if ought that's gen'rous, good, or great, 
Can ſtretch mortality beyond its date ; 

If hungry Time &er ſpar'd a fav'rite name, 

And lent his pinion to the voice of fame, 

*T was when the ſoul, diſdaining ſervile art, 
Stepp'd boldly forth, and took her country's part : 
*T was when, —the dauntleſs guardian of our laws! 
A CHATHAM, vindicated freedom's cauſe, 
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hus ſhall the name of Rop RRE bloom alone, 
Then mould'ring monarchs are no longer known; 

he glorious title which his valour gain'd, 

lo ART purchas'd, and no BRIBE obtain'd, 

hall laſt! when they, whoſe blood has sT RICT L run, 
tom titled father down to titled ſon, 

unk in oblivion's univerſal cloud, 

nnotic'd waſte, and vaniſh with the croud. 

nd yet how vain, illuſtrious chief! muſt be, 

he breath of fame, ſo juſtly due to thee ! 

nce, ſoon or late, how long ſoe'er it laſt, 

morſeleſs time will fling it to the paſt. 


Man, mortal born, ſo mortal 1s his lot, 

ne moment wept, prais'd, honour'd, and forgot 
r if he live, *tis only with a few, 

hoſe praiſe may fall alike on me or you. 

ook into pride, ſee mad ambition frame 

Is airy ſchemes, and flutter at a name: 

own up with hopes unlimited, behold 

le little ſoul her mighty views unfold ! 

id ſay, O you, whom vanity conveys 

earch of fame, yet never catch the blaze; 
loſe life's a feather on the toſſing wind, 

ver for praiſe, yet ſeldom of a mind; 

hat toil, what trouble, and what cares attend 
le ſhifting ſcene that never has an end? 


H Fame, 
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Fame, truſt me, Fame and Titles cannot give 
That only bleſſing—happily to live! 

A ſudden blaze, from ſudden joy, may ſtart, 
Play for awhile, and gild the dazzled heart; 

But one unſtain'd, one unrepenting hour, 

Nor fame can give, ambition, wealth nor pow'r : 
Such as my friend! my Pylades enjoys, 

| Whom virtue charms, and innocence employs : 
High up in life who never ſtrove to fly, 

Nor courted favour from a ſtateſman's eye; 

But bleſs'd and ſatisfied with what is giv'n, 
Secure who lives, and leans on none but IIeav'n. 


In Scythia's ſnows, what heroes have excell'd, 
Wiſe in the ſtate, and valiant in the field 

Yet Europe knows not what, or when, or where 
Thoſe heroes fought, not even—that they weR& ! 
While meaner ſouls, though but a day they ſhine, 
Live for a time in record, or deſign. 
What have they loſt ? can honour's breath inſpire 
The ſenſeleſs duſt, or wake its native fire? 

Can trophied monuments, or ſculptur'd ſtone, 
One moment flatter when the ſoul is gone ? 
Darn bleſs'd beginning of a better ſtate ! 
Sweeps off the ſtage the little and the great : 
Unmatch'd Achilles met his final doom, 

And wiſdom yielded Tully to the tomb; 
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Cruſh'd as a moth, when vanity leaſt thought, 
Each hero ſank, and vaniſh'd into nought. 


The vain, the tranſitory ſcenes of lite, 
Alas, what are they but a world of {trite ? 
Where, from the ſtraw-thatch'd cottage to the throne, 
Nothing ſecurely can be call'd our own ! 


For care, unaw'd, unlimited will range, 


And treach'rous fortune bid her fav'rites change ; 
If ſuch our fate, if nothing long can laſt, 

But ſtill the pRESENT muſt abſorb the pAsT; 
If ev'ry wiſh has ſtill its end to gain, 

Yet ev'ry art to gain it, turn out vain, 

Why not to ſomething durable aſpire, 
Something beyond this QUicKsANnD of defire ? 


Ye bleſt, whoſe ſouls ſublimer ends purſue, 


Wiſely the falſe to ſever from the true; 


Whoſe only wiſh is happineſs uncloy'd, 

By pride untainted, and of vice devoid |! 

Who from among your ſpotleſs train ſhall ſtand, 

As firſt in virtue, pattern to the land ? 

Come thou, my friend*, whoſe boſom can diſdain 
A thing ſo brittle, and a toy ſo vain ; 

In whom each grace with innocence is join'd, 
The ſweeteſt temper, and the pureſt mind ; 


* Right Honourable Charles Clifford, 


H 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe ev'ry ſtep 1s meaſur'd out by truth, 

To age a comfort, and a charm to youth ; 
Come thou ! and prove, whatever be our aim, 
« Virtue alone is never ending fame!“ 

Shew but thyſelf | bid giddy youth attend, 
And learn of thee, the brother, ſon, and friend ; 
Learn to deſpiſe this bubble of renown, 

And, great in virtue, care not to be known, 
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1 ORIG SO 


Written with a Pencil, on a Lady's Picture. 


1778, 


* 


HAT Delia was, this little ſketch may tell, 
Mat Delia was, it never can explain ; 
For in her heart ſo many virtues dwell, 

That Painters paint, and Poets ſing in vain. 
Pleas'd Nature ſmil'd, and with her pencil drew 
At once a woman and an angel roo; 

From Venus pilfer'd all that love can give, 
And bade the Graces in your features live! 
Whilſt Pallas, tender of her deareſt prize, 

Makes ſenſe direct the magic of thoſe eyes. 


—_ 


FAREWELL ro CHAUDE FONTAINE. 
1778. 


I. 
ARE WELL, dear ſeat, where beauty reigns, 


And love and worth appe.r ! 
Then ſhall I quit thy fertile plains. 
Without one tender tear ! 


H 3 Ah 
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II. 
Ah no! I feel the parting ſigh, 
It gathers as I go; 
The trembling drop hangs in my eye, 
And Delia bids it flow. 


III. 

Dear lovely maid ! whoſe beauty fires 
The valiant and the wile; | 
Whoſe beauty leſs than worth inſpires 

The conqueſt of your eyes: 


IV. 
Oh, be thou bleſt, ſupremely bleſt, 
With all that heav'n can give“ 


Long life, much pleaſure, health and reſt, 


Till thou no more would”/? live, 


V. 
And when, ſince ALL muſt part at laſt ! 
Thoſe charms ſhall fade in death : 
May heav'n an op'ning glory caſt, 
To catch thy fleeting breath. 


El | 

: 

| 

ON ACTIN'G A LOVER' PART, 


BEFORE MISS +» . 


1777. 


H, whilſt J feign the lovar's tender part, 

And make a mourntul mimic of my heart; 
On ev'ry look his reſtleſs anguiſh ſhow, 
Alternate pleaſure and alternate woe | 
Why from thoſe eyes, arreiting ev'ry thought, 
Is ſabtleſt poiſon by my ſenſes caught? 
Too ſoon I find a living wound impreſt, 
Thrill to my ſoul, and rankle in my breaſt. 
Too ſoon I find this throbbing heart retreat 
At ev'ry word my fault'ring lips repeat. 
One thoughtleſs glance has ruin'd all my peace ; 
I gaz'd, and felt the ſudden flame increaſe ; 
Approving ſmiles from Delia fondly came, 
And bade reality ſucceed the name. 
For Delia then for ever muſt I burn, 
For ever languiſh, and for ever mourn ? 
Vain are my ſighs, and fruitleſs ev'ry tear ! 
Vain ev'ry hope, if fortune diſappear | 
Gold, only gold, that ſyren of mankind, 
Can fix the wav'ring feather of her mind, 
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MADE AT THE BURIAL OF A YOUNG LADY, 


1777. 


I. 


ER E as I reſt, what horrour breaks 
The muſing filence of my ſoul ? 
A ſomething more than echo ſpeaks ! 
Tiis ſhe ! for whom my ſorrows roll. 


II. 


But why, my fair! ah, why ſo wan 
The features of that beauteous face? 
Is this, alas! the fate of man, 
So frail, is ev'ry charm and ones? 


IIT, 


« In this, O youth, whom ſtill detains 
© The world's precarious ſcene of woes, — 
In this the fondeſt hope remains: 
„Return to duſt, from whence: ve roſe, 
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IV. 


© Then what avail the poliſh'd brow, 
„The roſy lip, the femile bloom? 

« Since, ſoon or late, our haughty foe 
“ Shall bid them fade beneath the tomb.“ 


v. 


She ſaid; and quickly from my ſight, 


Aghaſt and trembling as I lay, 
Burſt in a ſtreaming flood of light, 
And vanith'd to eternal day. 


ELEGY, 
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N 
THE DISAPPOINTED SCHOLAR, 


LoxpoN, 7uly 22. 1782. 


TILL is thy bow, ſtern Diſappointment! bent, 

To fix its ruthleſs arrows in my breaſt ? 
When will the cruel multitude be ſpent, 

That long have ſearch'd, and ſtill attempt my reſt! 


II. 
Is it too much, in ſtudy's arduous lore, 
While keen inquiry waſtes the midnight oil, 
To hope for comfort on a foreign ſhore, 
When want has forc'd me from my native ſoil ? 


III. 
Is it too much, to ſeek a kind retreat, 
Where humbly guarded from Misfortune's dart, 
Expas'd to nothing but the world's deceit | 


That world may ſhare my labours and my heart? Ane 
. . 
And cannot all the ſuff' rings of a mind, Th 

Whoſe ſharpeſt thorn on education grows, WM 
Which, while I court the friendſhip of mankind, * 


Their pride, their weakneſs and their folly ſhows ; 
A 


( 095 ) 
V. 


cannot theſe, in pity, bid thee ſpare 

he wand'ring offspring of a race unkown ? 
loſe only friend is {olitary care, 

ontent, if little can be call'd his own, 


tp 


VI. 


ch'd on the living tablet of my heart, 

\ ſharp conſuming melancholy's ſpread : 
bitter'd fancy feeds the growing ſmart, 

und anguiſh points me to the peaceful dead. 


VII. 

duc'd to bear each littleneſs of ſoul 

That rich impertinence and folly know, 
ield my judgment to the vile controul 
Of inward ignorance and outward ſhow, 


dent, 


reſt! 


VIII. 


nd can I ſmile ! or, with an aukward grace, 
The ſad diſtemper of my breaſt conceal * 
hen ev'ry coxcomb perks it in my face, 
And ev'ry blockhead ſneers at what I teel ? 


IX. 
o long muſt truth, broke down by cold neglect, 
Through pride and folly ſtill attempt to riſe ; 
o long to dulneſs proſtitute reſpect, 


And ſtoop to things that wiſdom muſt deſpiſe ? 
Feebly 


WS; 


A 
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X. 


Feebly the captive linnet, when confin'd 

To ſome cloſe room, its trembling pinion tries: 
While, borne triumphant on the buoyant wind, 
The Lark aſcends and floats upon the Ikies. 


XI. 


What then avail my live-long hours of toil, 
Or prudence ſtruggling with impatient youth: 
The morning- beam, the lonely midnight oil, 
To catch the glimmer of afflictive truth? 


XII. 
Is there in all creation's reas'ning croud, 
Where wiſdom finds not ſomething to deplore ? 
While conſcious meanneſs, pointing to the ſhroud, 
Bids pride and vanity delude no more, 


XIII. 


And yet mankind, ſo Heav'n or Chance ordains, 
Are rul'd by gold, and vanquiſh'd by deceit; 

Loſt in their blaze the nobler mind remains, 
And ſenſe is ſpread at wealthy folly's feet. 


ON 


[97.3 
ON 


FAEQUENTLY WALKING IN THE AVENUE OF 


TREES, BELONGING TO * * HOUSE. 


1779» 


HY to that ſhade, with more than rapture, move 
My ready feet, and there delight to ſtray ? 

it, becauſe ſome zephyr fans the grove * 

Wich purer air, and ſcents the genial ray? 


zit, becauſe by wearicd fancy led, 

[ſhun the walks where pride and folly meet? 
: loſt in ſcenes that truth and nature ſpread, 
Think for myſelf, and wander from deceit? 


ino !—for me no zephyr fans the grove, 

The mid-day cools, or breathes a purer air : 

iz pomp of pride and folly cannot move, 

Or ſnatch my ſoul, one inſtant, from her care, 


rapp'd in affection's dear-deluding dream, 

| ſigh in public, and in private mourn: 

id fondly nurſe my ſolitary flame, 

Without one hope ! one proſpe& of return, 
1 
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In vain for ſolace, in my wounded heart, 
I pour the balm of flatt'ring ſelf-conceit : 
n vain I whiſper—Delia bears a part! 
And truth ſecures her boſom from deceit. 


In vain I know the weakneſs of my ſoul, 
In vain I feel my paſſion ought to ceaſe; 
On ev'ry thought her beauty bears controul, 
My reaſon's vanquiſh'd, and my pains increaſe. 


Still, though diſcretion urge me to retire, 
And cautious prudence warn me to forget ; 
Still by the light of amorous defire, 
I roye where Delia and her victim met. 


Still, though unknown, unpiticd, and forlorn, 
The tale of ridicule, perhaps, and pride 
Perhaps the blameleſs object of her ſcorn, 
I hug the ſhaft that rankles in my tide, 


Still near the beauteous object of my breait, 
With timid ſtep, and baſhful looks I move, 
Catch from her eyes a momentary reſt, 
And feed the future pangs of hopeleſs love. 


Oh! 


BY 


TH 
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Oh! that ſome friendly gale would gently ſigh 
My ſoft complaint to Delia's tender ear; 
Bear on its wing the treaſure of a ſigh, 

And calm my forrows by one precious tear. 


For ſure, of all the pangs that lovers feel, 
The worſt with thee, Solicitude, was born ! 

To love, and yet not dare that love reveal, 
Or, if reyeal'd, to dread a killing ſcorn, 
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ON SEEING THE RUINS OF AN OLD ABREY. 


1780. 


IME coxqukRSs ALL—1I heard the ſound 
Echoing thro* yon mould'ring tow'r ! 
Where ſculptur'd ruins load the ground, 
And ivy forms a ſolitary bow'r ; 
Where midnight owls retreat, 
And ſelf-diſtreſſing Melancholy reigns : 
Save when tumultuous ravens meet, 
And pierce the gloomy round with ſhrill untune!u! 
ſtrains, 
Hark ! once more the ſound I hear, - 
Sorrow's accents flow the ſame ; 
All is huſh'd! and fancy's ear 
Liſt'ning turns to whence it came. 


14 


En 


'Tis ſhe I the thread-bare garment flies 
In tatters to the gale : | 

Her waſting cheeks and hollow eyes, 
Give awful ſan&ion to the Muſe's tale: 


. Ey 
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'Tis ſhe ! *tis mould'ring Art, 
That ſees her monuments and trophies fall 

Before the touch of Time's keen dart, 

While flow decay conſumes, and gently ſaps thro' all; 
See! beneath yon crumbling buſt, 

On her trembling hand ſhe leans ; 

Wrapp'd in monumental duſt, 

Not a perfect line remains. 


k « Time conquers all! the young, the gay, 
The valiant and the old, 
Muſt, ſpite of hope's alluring ray, 
* This truth adore, and be what they behold. 
„The breathing ſtone ſhall feel, 
« Atyrant ruin on its ſtructure prey; 
1 And fading colour muſt reveal, 
That painting is, at beſt, a momentary day. 
+ View my lov'd Palmyra ſpread 
+ Crumbling o'er the barren ſoil ! 
© Whither are its beauties fled ? 


„ What avail'd the mighty toll ? f h 
EF Embalm'd beneath that pile, is laid 1 
| © Triumphant folly's ſon ; iN 
F Ev'ry glorious feat's diſplay'd, 1 
His warring chiefs', his ſoldiers', and his own. Mt 
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The pyramid may tell, 
The crimſon horrours of inſenſate war, 
How muſt reflection pitying dwell ! 
| To find thoſe ſunk in duſt who rode on victory's car. 
E'en for heav'n's eternal year, 
When we leave this earthly round, | 
What's the tale that's whiſper'd here ? C 
Can it pierce the callous ground? 


Confide not then, ſhort- ſighted man 
In beauty, wealth, or fame; 
To walk in peace be all thy plan, 
| The reſt is but a tranfitory name. 
In bleeding CLive ſurvey 
| The worth of gold; atk fame where CRoMwWELL lies? 
While MAanxERs waſtes to clay, 
And ſhaded beauty proves how ſoon its magic dies, 
= Pleas'd to jive while life remains, 
| Enjoy the preſent hour : 
Frugal in thy joys and pains, 
Till nature lends no more. 


Written on board the Packet when under Apprevenſions of foul 


IFeather, though the Sky appeared ſerene at quitting Port, 


Jury 1779- 


LLURING day !—but wilt thou Ia? ah no! 
Behind that azure veil a traitor lies : 
The friendly gales, which now 1o Kkindly blow, 
Will ſhun the bluſt'ring tumult of the ikies. 


hen, on the wide-expanded ocean tois'd, 
c:' The ſport of waves, and play-thing of the wind! 
That azure vaniih'd, and thoſe zephyrs loſt, 
Cft will the poor advent'zer lcok behin 


On many a wiſh'd-ſor comfort of the land, 

Oft will he fix the muſings of his breaſt : 
Point to where love and pleaſure, hand in hand, 
Untainted rove, and ſport themſelves to reſt, 


Ah then to Delia's happy dome will fly 
The waken'd forrows heendur'd to part: 
While ruthleſs tempeſts trifie with his ſigh, 


And baſely blab the ſecret of his heart. 
| I Vet 
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Yet let them tell the paſſion which he long 
Has fondly nurs'd, and never can reſign : 

Ves] let them tell that Delia was his ſong, 
And ſhe alone inſpir'd his youthful line ; 


Int'reſt or pride have nothing left to dread 
When freedom's child, who never aik'd to love, 
Unnotic'd flumbers with the wat'ry dead, 


And leaves the world to murmur or approve. 


SEEING A COLLECTION OF POETRY, 


FROM AN ECCENTRIC DAILY PRINT. 


F poliſh'd paper, and if types can give 
Aſpiring wit a privilege to live, 
The fond ambition may be flatter'd here, 
Where all's ſo ſilken, and where all's ſo clear! 
But when bencath reflection's ſober eye, 
Stripp'd of their dazzling hues the volumes lye ; 
How nature ſtartles at the wild conceit, 
The Poets folly, and the Man's deceit ! 
How reaſon ſcorns the mercenary views, 
True genius pities arid bewails the Muſe ; 


Turns from the ſcene where madd'ning folly runs, 4 


* Pleas'd with its blazing wilderneſs of Suns | 
While judgment laughs to ſee the bloſſom burn, 
And ſcorching ſun- beams into verdure turn. 


* See Anna Matilda's Ode to Della Cruſca, in the Poetry 1 


of the WORLD, 
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ON A PRIVATE CONCERT. 


BL RLIN, January 26, 1784. 


OW nobler thus the fleeting hours to ſpend, 


In ſocial! pleaſure for a ſocial end; 
To feel that inward rapture of the ſoul, 
Which, undiſtinguith'd, animates the whole, 
Than, lur'd by faſhion or its cank'ring guile, 
To watch the ſunſh ine of a Monarch's ſmile. 
What are the Great ?—dull lumps of gilded clay, 
The dazzling wonder of the weak and gay! 
s there, in all their p ompous round of art, 
Where int'reſt warps each feeling of the heart, 
One genuine ray that glitters like the blaze 
Which ſteadier reaſon to the ſoul conveys ? 
There treach'ry, falſhood, dark ſuſpicion guide, 
The wild ambition of ſuperfluous pride : 
Flere, candour, truth and innocence ſupply 


Thoſe heart-felt joys which grandeur cannot buy, 


NMelodious ſounds the circling notes convey 
To boſoms harmoniz'd and ſoft as they; 
On ev'ry face contentment fits at eaſe, 


And each is happy—for they all can pleaſe. 


Guiltleſs 


H 
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Guiltleſs of art the lovely maid attends, 
And looks with harmleſs fondneſs on her friends: 
To ſoftneſs melts, and innocently feels 
The thrilling rapture which her tongue reveals. 
Flilkt at her fide, too careleſs of his heart, 
The thoughtleſs youth imbibes a ſecret ſmart, 
And little dreams, that, ablent from her eyes, 
The dear idea and the charm will riſe ; 
And ſure thoſe charms reſiſtleſs muſt be found, 
Vhen Mautic teaches ev'ry look to wound, 


-. 


Yet here coo! reaſon, whiſp'ring to the breaſt, 
Each paſſion guides, or ſooths it into reſt, 
Wond'ring we tit, and hear the beautzous dame, 
With eyes to look a Stoic into flame | 
Indulgent pour the rapt'rous note around, 

And add to beauty all the pow'r of ſound. 

How ſweetly true the warbling ſacks are preſt, 
While more than muſic's in her eyes expreſt ! 

Bold is the man who oft can fit and hear 

Sounds that might charm an angel from his ſphere : 
And bolder he ! whoſe boſom thus retains 

The tuneful object of his humbler ſtrains, 

As when the lark, enticing as ſhe flies, 

Her tender young, floats midway on the ſkies, 

At firit, in awe the little warblers rove; 

And feebly flutter from their native grove : 1 
Till urg'd by nature to a bolder flight, | 
Dauntleſs they ſoar, and meditate her height, - 
's Thus 
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Thus Delia, ſweetly riſing from her fears, 
With bolder notes enchants our liſt'ning ears 
At laſt, triumphant, wanders thro' the whole, 
And looks the faultleſs muſic of her ſoul ! 


And you, the mild directreſs of the night, 
Whoſe eaſy manners and whoſe heart delight: 
Whom Mufic charms, and who ſo juſtly know 
To teach the ſofteſt melody to flow 
To you the muſe her guiltleſs homage pays, 

And pours, in artleſs verſe, untainted praiſe. | 
Bleſt with that eaſe which heav'n and fortune give, 
In friendſhip's boſom you delighted live : 

Bleſt with contentment, honour and repoſe, 

In him your kindneſs and your reaſon choſe, 

You move with rapture in the ſpotleſs bands 

That Hymen form'd, and Virtue {till commands. 


Oh! if the Muſe's deareſt wiſh be heard, 

In that fond * pray'r, by ev'ry friend preferr'd, 
May ſome reſemblance, innocently ſweet |! 

Your virtues crown, and all your views complete ; 
May heav'n and nature to its breaſt impart 

The mother's temper, and the father's heart. 


Nothing ſeemed wanting to render the domeſtic happineſs of 
this amiable Couple truly enviable, but the affectionate pledge of 
mutual tenderneſs,—-a Son and Heir, 
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On receiving a Preſent of little Value, conſidered as @ 


mere Gir r, but ineſtimable on account of the DoNoR. 


HOUGH few the rays this trifling preſent ſhow, 
| Its hidden worth is richer than appears ; 

E Awhile the coral and the ruby glow, 

But friendſhip triumphs in the waſte of years. 


To wv UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY, 


REMARKABLE FOR HER INTEGRITY, 


$ SAPPHO, lov'lieſt of the fallen fair! 


Thou! in whoſe boſom unpolluted reigns 
R virtuous principle, that guides thee clear 
Of all that pure integrity diſdains ; 


To 


„ 


To thee, this votive wreath which friendſhip wove, 
(And would'ſt thou credit what a Poet ſwears) ——. 
To thee, this pledge of unaffected love, 
The muſe with more than common rapture bears, 


Let wedded pride, auguſt in ev'ry deed, 
By cuſtom ſanctify'd, howe'er abſurd |! 
At envy's feet ſee reputation bleed, 
And yet no ſoothing palliative afford ; 


Beyond her reach ! thy ſpirit can defy 
The ſneer of prejudice and erring ſpite : 
While reaſon breathes the tribute they deny, 
And candid nature knows thee to be right, 


For me ! whoſe comfort is to laugh at pride ! 
Deſpiſing titles and the pomp of ſtate | 

Oft ſhall remembrance wander to thy fide, 
Dwell on thy worth, and meditate thy fate. 
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Tres MOTHER SOMETIMES RIGHT. 


„ 


1779 


OOR Lucy was ſorely diſtreſt, 
And vow'd that as long as ſhe liv'd, 
She never could feel any reſt, 
Becauſe her mamma was deceiy'd ! 


Her mother, to tell you the truth, 

Like others, moſt ſtrongly beliey'd 
That Lucy was fond of a youth, 

And Lucy would have her deceiy'd. 


Amintor was young and was gay ; 
He came, and no longer ſhe griey'd, 
But wept when the youth was away : 
And yet her mamma was deceiv'd, 


She often would fret, and declare 
That nothing had ever reliev'd 
A pain which ſhe felt e knew where, 
HE And yet her mamma was deceiy'd, 
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At length, when her mother declar'd, 
She trembled for what ſhe conceiv'd 

Had happen'd—ſhe vow'd it was hard ! 
For ſurely ſhe muſt be deceiv'd. 


However, the dame was reſolv'd, 

Since ſomething had paſs'd ſhe perceiy'd, 
To have the ſtrange myſtery ſoly'd, 

For fear that ſhe might be deceiy'd. 


\ Poor Lucy grew plump round the waiſt, 
She fed, notwithſtanding ſhe griev'd ; 
Her boddice conld ſcarcely be lac'd, 
And yet her mamma was deceiv'd. 


But, O the ſurpriſe, when a boy, 
As firie as was ever conceiv'd |! 

Prov'd Lucy well knew how to toy, 
Net that her mamma was deceiy'd. 


WRITTEN 


(234 3 
WRITTEN ON THE BACK OF A LETTER, 


To MISS Set. 


ö TS that art trifling in the common eye, 

Of little import to the world at large! 

With thee the deareſt of my wiſhes fly; 

Of ev'ry hope thou bear'ſt the precious charge. 

© Go! if thou can'ſt, and plead my humble cauſe ; 

Go to where nature and the graces move: 
And, {ſpite of faſhion, or its tyrant laws, 


Bid Harriot read one artleſs tale of loye. 


CCTV 
ON DR. YOUNG's CELEBRATED LINE, 


„ Procraſtination is the Thief of Time.“ 


ROCRASTIN ATION, like the beauteous roſe, 
Attracts our fancy with its gay deceit : 
Ex 3 we ſnatch the bloſſom, ere it blows, 


Then ſhrink with horrour at the ſting we meet. 
K 3 The 


— 2 = * 
* — — 33 2 * 
„ = 4 3: 


( 14 ) 


The ſchool-boy thus, by reſtleſs fancy led, 

Explores each beauty of the ſcented heath, 

Nor once remembers, that, in ſweetneſs fed, 
The waſp may point its pois'nous tube beneath, 


And canſt thou truſt to-morrow with thy peace ? 
To-morrow, faithleſs promiſe of to-day | = 

The mind's infection, and the ſoul's diſeaſe, 
Unreal ſubſtance, and illuſive ray. 


The youthful Lycidas to Heav'n preferr'd 
A wiſh for wealth, by modeſty ſuſtain'd ; 

The pray'r of meek humility was heard: 
He aſk'd for little, and that little gain'd. 


Belinda next was made his tend'reſt care; 

She felt the ſigh, and bade him hope for eaſe: 
Endearing ſympathy ſubdu'd the fair, 

And both were happy, for they bath could pleaſc. 


Not on to-morrow were their proſpects laid, 
No hopes were built on poſſible event: 
Calm reſignation into age convey'd 
Health crown'd by time, and bright'ning in content. 


Ambitious Clodio—imitate who will, 
The dazzling meteor's momentary blaze 
By faſhion cheated into fplendid ill, 


Reſign'd each comfort for alluring praiſe, 
j 


Wh i, 


By fortune gifted with each earthly pow'r 
To glut the craving appetite of youth, 

He fondly truſted to ſome future hour, 
Preferring falſhood to ingenuous truth. 


Around him ſwarm'd of paraſites a train, 

Till blank misfortune at his gates appear'd ; 
For ſoothing gratitude he met diſdain, 

And found preſumption where he once was fear'd, 


The peaceful manſion in whoſe hoſom ſpread 
The mould'ring relics of his fathers lay ; 
Is lorded o'er by ſtrangers to the dead, 
And lifts a front inhoſpitably gay. 


And can'ſt thou truſt to-morrow with thy peace ? 
Unfaithful guardian of to-day's repoſe! + 
The joys it promiſes too quickly ceaſe : 
The magic fades, and leaves us to our woes. 


AN 


O D E. 


Aſk'd—when Heav'n and fate had marr'd 
The ſchemes that poets fondly frame, 
Of him who long had call'd me bard, 
A pittance to ſecure my fame; 
Repugnant to my troubled ſoul, 
Was ev'ry ſentence of the ſcroll, 
While Freedom, wounded by the word, 
Expiring ſigh'd be mean, and ſerve a lord. 


Goto thy genuine ſpirit dead, 
+ Enfechled inſtrument of ſtate ! 
« By int'reſt or by folly led, 
« Be all thou /ould'/? not for the great. 
« Caught by the dazzling blaze of pow'r, 
% Baſcly profane thy deareſt hour: 
„Live with thyſelf in endleſs ſtrife, 
* And hug oppreſſion for ungrateful lite, 
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6 Go, to corruption's dirty band, 
„ The venal ſycophant and tool! — 
„ Suck ro the vitals of the land, 
„% Ambition's jeſt, and Fortune's fool! 
« And when misfortune, or diſeaſe, 
© Shall bid the falſe enchantment ceaſe, 
© Aghaſt | ſee diflolution's gloom, 
© And aſk what makes thee tremble at the tomb?“ 


Alarm'd, and ſtagger'd with the ſound, 
Indignant honour, to my breaſt 
Bade ſtern reflection give its wound; 
While conſcience woke to murder reſt, 
A thouſand cares and pangs appear'd ; 
Deſpis'd and courted, lov'd and fear'd, 
I dragg'd my wearied ſoul along, 
A ſlave to grandeur and its fawning throng, 


How weak the laurel, in whoſe ſhade 
Mere grandeur baſks its fleeting time ! 
Scarce is the boaſted trophy made, 
And fondly ſketch'd the venal rhime ; 
Scarce is the flatter'd hero ſpread 
In mould'ring ruins with the dead, 
Than Truth, unconſcious of the tale, 


Deſerts the pile, and all its glories fail. 
But 
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But when, to virtuous acts inclin'd, 
And all that's truly good or great, 
The muſe would make the god- like mind 
Survive the tyrant ſtroke of fate, 
Beyond the lapſe of waſting years 
Her monument affection rears, 
And ſnatches from the wreck of earth 
The kindred names of HAGGHEHRSTONH and Worth. 


On 


or +5. 5 


ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, 


Made at DovER, previous to my ſailing for the 


Continent, where his Remains were depoſited. 
1779. 


© down more the muſe her drooping ſail muſt ſpread 
Along the ſwelling boſom of the wave : 
By ſad remembrance and affe&ion led, 

To hang her laurels on Philander's grave. 


Ye weeping nymphs, then breathe, a tender gale, 
Whoſe plaintive voice ſhall ſob along the ſea : 
While ſecret anguiſh murmurs in the fail, 
And liſt'ning Tritons join the mournful lay. 


'Tis done—affliction on its coaſt appears, 
Where pining care and melancholy reign : 
In ſecret woe, fad Meditation bares 


Her heaving breaſt, and murters to the main, 


Stray'd 
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Stray'd from his cell, the ſhiv'ring ſpectre moves: 


(The ghoſt of manhood into frenzy wrought !) 
Averſe to all that ſenſe or nature loves, 
Each gen'rous pulſe is waſted into thought. 


Yet why, my friend, adorn'd with every grace, 
Of poliſh'd manners, and of mind ſerene, 
With youth to bear thee thro” the ſhining race 
Of titled grandeur, and its dazzling ſcene ; 


Ah! why didſt Thou the ſpecious tale believe, 
To quit thy birth-right for imagin'd eaſe ? 

For crimes, in ſpotleſs innocence, to grieve, 
And bleſt with temper, be deny'd to pleaſe? 


Does earth its produce to no purpoſe yield ? 
Is it a crime with chearfulneſs to dwell ? 
Heav'n ſhines benignant o'er the cultur'd field, 
Nor bounds its bleflings by the cloyſter'd cell. 


If zealots only, to whoſe jaundic'd eyes 
Fair reaſon looks intolerably foul, 
Can claim a partial title to the ſkies, 
How weak the ſpirit which directs the whole 


How mean the ſpark that lights us into day 
Etherial produce of eternal flame | 

If life be doom'd in horrour to decay, 
And anguiſh ſettle on this goodly frame. 
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To ſocial raptures even brates incline ; 


Then why ſhould man, creation's nobleſt boaft ! 


Grown deaf to nature, and its laws divine, 
In fruitleſs ſighs and penitence be loſt ? 


Amanda, gentleſt of her ſex ! and fair; 
Spotleſs as fair ! and virtuouſly ſerene, 

Bids Heav'n and nature amicably ſhare -- 
Affection's impulſe in each harmleſs ſcene, 


With her, aſſociate in her joys and pains, 

The paths of life Philander fondly treads ; 
No wots can reach where mutual pleaſure reigns, 
Or taint the ray that virtuous rapture ſheds. 


And ſhall religion, in her ſtricteſt hour, 
Dead to the nobleſt dictate of the breaſt ! 
On ſocial happineſs embitter'd low'r, 
By pious rage and ſolitude diſtreſt ? 


Shall man, the deareſt of all bliſs below, 
(Raptures of love that never ceaſe to charm '): 

Though Heav'n directed, wretchedly forego, 
In madd'ning fear of viſionary harm ? 8 

Soars not the pray'r of grandeur's virtuous ſon, 
On pinion equal to the cloyſter'd ſigh ? 

Though breath'd in faſhion and its courtly ſun, 
The deed of worth's no ſtranger to the ſky, 
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And yet Philander could each joy reſign, 
For penſive care and ſolitary woe: 

Each paſſion yielded at the bigot's ſhrine, 
Forgot to animate and ceas'd to glow. 


So in the zenith of the ſolar ray, 

The flow'r that points its boſom to the ſkies, 
A golden luſtre pours upon the day, 

The covert ſhuns, or in it fades and dies. 


Eternal clouds hang hov'ring on the ſhore, 
And glimm'ring ſhadows move along the ſky ; 

A thouſand phantoms gather round the bow'r, 
Where poor Philander ſtill inſtructs to die. 


Oh had he liv'd that leſſon to impart 
Which genuine virtue ſtamp'd upon his breaſt, 
Nhe nobleſt efforts of an honeſt heart 
Had mark'd his record; and his labours bleſt. 


Yet had he liv'd ! the melancholy rage 


Of pious madneſs would have damp'd the whole: 


A war with Nature in the fluſh of age, 
With Reaſon exil'd from the darken'd ſoul. 
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Tan R 0 N by : 
FROM CARDINAL BERNIS 


WEET Offspring of Aurora's tear, 
Where Zephyr fondly plays; 
Fair Empreſs of the vernal year, 
Emit thy gaudy rays. 


Yet, ah forbear !—delay thy birth, 
Nor truſt the chearful day; 
The inſtant that invites thee forth, 

Invites thee to decay. 


Belinda is an op'ning flow'r, 
That owns the ſame decree: 

Like her thow'lt ſpread thy dazzling pow'r 
And he muſt fade like thee, 


Go! on my charmer's breaſt expire, 
At once thy throne and tomb 

Whilſt I, with envying bliſs aſpire, 
And emulate thy doom, 
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Love will inſtru& thee, beauteous flow'r, 
On which fair ſide to die: 
A ſigh ſhall bid thee live once more, 
Should fair Belinda ſigh, 


But leſt ſome raſh intruding hand 
Diſturb thy calm repoſe, 
Ah! may this thorn in vengeance ſtand, 
To awe my rival foes, 
——— 1 —— 


ON THE RIVER COLNE, 
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LOW gentle Colne, and as thou flow'ſt, repeat 
A name whoſe echo's ſweeteſt of the ſwcet : 
And ſhould thy murmurs to my heart reply, 
Waft on each wave a more than common figh 
If babbling gales the beauteous object tell, 
Still on thy ſurface let her 1mage dwell. 
For here ſhe gaz'd, and here my boſom caught TH 
The ſoul's infection, and the lover's thought, 
O'er no rough pebbles may thy waters roll, 
Since fondly placid is her angel foul : 
Pure as the pureſt cryſtal of thy tide, 
Unſtain'd by folly, prejudice, or pride, 
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ON 


RECEIVING A COMMISSION IN THE ARMY, 


ET others boaſt of ſinecure or rank, 

Their ſouls inactive, and their minds a blank! 
To me, the deareſt comfort and reward, 

Are duty's patriot, and affection's bard, 

When honour ſummons, to the field I'll move, 
With Britiſh ſpirit and a Br;ton's love | 

Still pleas'd to live, and not afraid to die, 

So virtue crown me with a parting ſigh; 

Yet, ſpite of fame, the dearer ties I'd own, 

And, for my Friend, turn rebel to the Throne, 


— — . — ö— 


TO MISS HAGGERSTON, 


THE INFANT DAUGHTER OF LADY HAGGERSTONs 


NDEARING innocence |! thou lovely child ! 
Attractive promiſe of each op'ning grace, 

Ah, thus in infancy thy mother ſmil'd, 

And gave aſſurance of an angel's face, 
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Oh! may'ſt thou imitate the ſteps ſhe took, 
Serenely mild, and innocently gay! 

May virtue ſmile imprinted on cach look, 
And calm ſimplicity mark out thy way. 


To lure the weak let thoughtleſs folly try, 
With ev'ry wiſh in vanity to ſhine ; 

Soon muſt the meteor in its falſhood die, 
Whilſt reaſon triumphs and each virtue's thine, 


So ſhalt thou be what many falſely /cem, 
The beauteous image of angelic worth: 
Secure to charm in rivetted eſteem, 
Till Heav'n ſhall tear thee from admiring earth, 


Such is my wiſh: and when maturer age 
Shall gently loofe the fetters of thy tongue, 
May that ſame mother turn this humble page, 


And bid thee read the pleaſing truth I ſung, 
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To MISS , 


Ii conſequence of a very curious Jute a Tite, which 
the Author had with her one Evening. 


PARTLY IMITATED FROM CARDINAL BERNIS, 


H, ſtill reluctant to the deareſt joy 


Averſe to Cupid will my Delia prove? 
Muſt cold reflection ev'ry bliſs deſtroy, 
And ſadly treſpaſs on the rights of love? 


The Queen of rapture and of gay delight, 
To roſy youth her winning ſmile 1mparts ; 

Each look ſhe touches with refiſtleſs light, 
And {catters magic on our yielding hearts, 


O'er thy bright eyes, diſſolv'd in bliſs, we find 
The melting languor which ſucceeds defire; 

From thoſe dear eyes, reluctantly confin'd, 
Eſcapes the fond anticipating fire. ; 


Two ſouls are plac'd enamour'd on thy breaſt, 
That riſe and fall alternately with love ; 

By virgin-diffidence at times repreſt, 
By ſoft deſire, at others, forc'd to move. 
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Thy fair complexion is the lilly's hue : 
Thy face, a ſtranger to the looks of guile, 
(Which wond'ring Zephyr might in rapture view, 
Is nature's flow'r, that bloſſoms with a ſmile, 


One ſpot—alluring object of each figh | 
Where pleaſure triumphs, and where reaſon dics, 
Still fondly cheers imagination's eye, 

And bids endearment into madneſs riſe. 


Then why ſo coy, whene'er with eager hand 
I fondly revel in that world of charms ? 

Ah why—too careleſs of the dear demand! 
Thy wiſhes curb, and languiſh in alarms ? 


Can Delia think—too barb'rous in the thought! 
That ſweet reality the bliſs impairs ? 
When keen remembrance, into rapture wrought, 
Dwells on the paſt, and future joy prepares. 


Still, in one round of renovated bliſs, 
The madd'ning ſoul is hurried by defire ; 

Still, half expiring in the precious kiſs, 

Returns to life with undiminiſh'd fire. 
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But when, exhauſted by too much delay, 
She yields to anxious laſſitude and pain, 

Soon muſt the brighteſt of her hres decay, 
And all the eloquence of ſighs be vain, 


ON SEEING A ROBIN EXPIRING ON A 


YOUNG LADY BOSOM, 


e Bird! by pain familiar made, 
Subdu'd by hunger, and with cold oppreſt, 
In ruffled plumage thou art fondly laid, 
Jo ſteal exiſtence from Eliza's breaſt, 


Yet why, ſweet bird ! why ſhould'ſt thou wiſh to live, 
Where I with rapture would my breath reſign ? 

Oh ! change thy doom, and from this breaſt receive 
The quick'ning ſpirit for a death like thine, 


On that fair boſom vainly wilt thou lie, 
Indulg'd, careſs'd, and courted back to life; 

Yet happieſt thou !—tis bliſs like thee to die, 
Like me to live, is death's ſevereſt ſtrife. 


11 


ON SEEING MY DOG ASLEEP. 


ER happy dog | thou feel'ſt no woe, 
No anguiſh to moleſt 
Thy peaceful hours, that ſweetly flow, 
Alternate ſport and reſt | 


Man's call'd thy lord—affliftion's heir, 
And ſorrow's only ſon |! 

Whilſt He's a ſlave to ev'ry care 
And thou art ſlave to none. 


Bleſt near thy maſter thus to lie; 
And bleſt with h:m to rove | 

Unſtain'd by guilt thy moments fly 
On wings of grateful love. 


Oh that my heart, like thine, could taſte 
The ſweets of guiltleſs life; 

Beyond the reach of paſſion plac'd, 
Its anguiſh and its ſtrife, 
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HILE, the tedious hour beguiling, 
I with Daphne fondly toy, 
Love on every feature ſmiling, 
Glows with unexhauſted joy, 
Broken ſighs and looks, diſcover 
What the boſom would explain : 
Nature thus relieves the lover, 


And aſſuages ev'ry pain. 


II. 


Soft content and love united, 
Wake each feeling into bliſs ; 
Thus employ'd, and thus delighted, 
Rapture breathes in ev'ry kiſs! 
What are, ſay, the boaſted treaſures, 
Pomp or pride of erring man 
Rich in nature's choiceſt pleaſures, 
To enjoy is all our plan. 


MUTUAL 
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ANE of pleaſure, tyrant reaſon ! 

. Woe-creating, lukewarm elf, 
To each bliſs awak'ning treaſon, 

Would'ſ thou tear me from myſelf ? 
Vain alas! thy pow'r muſt prove, 
Whilſt I feel and cling to love. 


What avails ſevere reflection, 
If in life we fondly live? 
Thought's a treſpaſs on affection, 
Poor the joys its viſits give, 
Looks and fighs can only move 
Him who feels and clings to love. 


Go where pride and gilded folly, 
Far from peace and bluſhing health, 
Tear the bud of melancholy | 
From the maid that fades in wealth ; 
But let me with Delia prove 
Nature's wiſdom, - mutual love. 
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END OF VOL, 1. 
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